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' MDCC.XXXV. 


Dramatis Perſone, 


King Henry | 

Dub of . Uncle to the King ug, and Protector 

Duke of Bedford, Uncle to the King, and Regent of France. 

Cardinal Beaufort, Biſbop of Wineheſter, and Uncle lite. 
wiſe to the King. 

Duke of Exeter. . 

Dute of Somerſet. 

Earl of Warwick. 


Far of Saliſbury. 


Earl of Suffolk. 

Lord Talbot. 

Young Talbot, bis Sor. 

Richard Plantagenet, afteravards Duke 7 York. 
Mortimer, Earl sf March. 

Woodvile, Lieutenant of the Tower. 

Lord Mayor of London. 

Vernon, of the White Roſe; or Vork Faction. 
Baſſet, of the Red Roſe; or Lancaſter Faction. 


Eharles; Dauphin, and afterwarts King of Francs. 
Reignier, Duke of Anjou, and Titular King of Naples. 
Duke of Burgundy. 
Duke of Alanſon. 
Baſtard of Orle 

Au old Shepher, Farbe to Joan la Pucelle. 


Margaret, Daughter to Reignier; and afterwards Queen | 


te King Henry. 
Joan la Pucelle, a Maid pretending to be inſpir'd front 
Heaven, and ſetting up for the C 2 of France. 
Counteſs of Auvergne. 


Lords, Captains, Soldiers; Meſſengers, and ſeveral Atten- 
dants bath on the Engliſh and French. 
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ACT L SCENE I. 


Dead March. Enter the Funeral of Ki ng Henry the Fi ifth, 
attended on 8 the Duke Bed ford, 55 ent of France; 
the Duke of Glouceſter, Protector the Duke of Exeter, 
and the Earl of Warwick, the Biſhop of Wincheſter, 
and the Duke of Somerſet. 


EI 


HUNG be the heav'ns with black, yield 

By day to night! 

(74 Comets, importing change of times ànd 
N ſtates, 


grandiſſi your cryſtal treſſes in the fy, 

And with them ſcourge the bad revolting ſtars 

That have conſented unto Henry's death : 

Henry the Fiſth, too famous to live long, 

England ne'er loit a King of ſo much worth. 

Gh. England ne'er had a King until his time: 

Virtue he had, deſerving to command. 

His brandiſh'd ſword did blind men with its beta 

His arms ſpread wider than a Dragon's wings: | 

His ſparkling eyes replete with awful fire 2 
A 2 More 
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More dazled and drove back his enemies 
Than mid-day {un fierce bent againſt their faces. 
What ſhould I ſay? his deeds exceed all ſpeech ; 
He never lifted up his hand but conquer'd. 
Exe. We mourn in black, why mourn we not in 
blood ? wa 
Henry 1s dead, and never ſhall revive: 
Upon a wooden coffin we attend; 
And death's diſhonourable victory 
We with our ſtately preſence glorify, 
Like captives bound to a triumphant car. 
What? ſhall we curſe the planets of miſhap, 
That plotted thus our glory's overthrow ? 
Or ſhall we think the ſubtle-witted French 
Conj'rers and ſorc'rers, that afraid of him 
By magick verſe have thus contriv'd his end? 
Win. He was a King, bleſt of the King of Kings. 
Unto the French, the dreadful judgment- day 


F. 


So dreadful will not be as was his _— 
The battle of the Lord of hoſts he fought ; 
The church's pray'rs made kim fo proſperous: 


Gon. The church? where is tt? had not church- 
| .men pray'd, | 
His thread ot life had not ſo ſoon decay d. 
None do you like but an efeminate Prince, 
Whom like a ſchool-boy you may over-awe. 
Win. Glofter, whate'er we like, thou art Protector, 
And lookeſt to command the Prince and realm ; 
Thy wife is proud, ſhe holdeth thee in awe, 
More than Gad or religious church-men may. | 
Glou. Name not religion, for thou lov'ſt the fleſh, 
And ne'er throughout the year to church thou go'ſt, 
.Except it be to pray againit thy foes. 
Bed. Ceaſe, ceale theſe jars, and reſt your minds in 
eace: 
Let's Wir ap bn heralds, wait on us; 


. Inſtead of gold we'll offer up our arms, 


Since arms avail not now that Henry's dead. 


Poſterity await for wretched years, 
When at their mothers moiſt eyes babes ſhall ſuck, 


Our iſle be made a mariſh of ſalt tears, 
And 


* nouriſh. 
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And none but women left to 'wail the dead. 
Henry the Fifth ! thy ghoſt I invocate ; 
Proſper this realm, keep it from civil broils, 
Combat with adverſe planets in the heavens; 


A far more glorious ſtar thy ſoul will make 


Than Julius Cæſar, or bright F 
SCENE Il. 
Enter a Meſſenger. 


Mey. My honourable lords, health to you all; 

Sad tidings bring I to you out of France, 

Of loſs, of flaughter, and diſcomfiture ; | 

Guienne, Champaign, and Rheims, and Orleans, 

Paris, Guyſors, Poitiers, are all quite loſt. 

Bed. What fſay'it thou man, before dead He's 
coarle ? | 

Speak ſoftly, or the loſs of thoſe great towns 

Wil make him burſt his lead, and riſe ſrom death 
Glow. Is Paris loſt, ard Roan yielded up? 

If Henry were recall'd to life again, 

Theſe news would cauſe him once more yield the ghoſt. 
Exe. How were they loſt? what treachery was us'd ? 
Mefſ. No treachery, bat want of men and money. 

Amongſt the ſoldi-rs this is muttered, ' 

That here you maintain ſcw'ral factions ; 

And whilſt a feld ſhould be diſpatch'd and fought, 

Vou are diſputing of your generals. 

One would have lingring wars with little coſt; 

Another would fly ſwift; but wanteth wings: 

A third man thinks, without expence at all 

a 3 B 
ÞT 4 cai't gueſs the occaſſon of the Hemyſtic, and 2 
feet ſenſe, in this place; "tis not impoſſible it might have 
been fil Pd up acith Francis Drake . that were 

à terrible 4nachroniſm (as bad as Heor's quoting Ari- 

ſtotle zz Troil. ard Creil. ) yet perhaps, at the time that 

brave Engliſhman was in his glory, to an Engliſh-bearted 
audience, and pronounced by ſome favourite Aclor, the thing 
might be popular, the not judicious ; and therefore by ſome 

Critict, in fawour of the author, afterwards ftruck out. 

But this is a mere ſlight conjedture, | 
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By guileful fair words peace may be obtain'd. 
Awake, awake, Engl; nobility, 
Let not ſloth dim your honours, new-begot ; 
Crop'd are the Flower- de- luces in your arms, 
Of England's coat one half is cut away. 
Exe. Were our tears wanting ta this funeral, 
Theſe tidings would call forth + her flowing eides. 
Bed. Me they concern, Regent I am of France; 
Give me my ſteeled coat, I'll fight for France. 
Away with theſe diſgraceful, wailing robes ; 
Wounds I will lend the French, inſtead of eyes, 
Ts weep their intermiſſive miſeries. 


SCENE III. 


| Enter to them another Meſſenger. | 
2 N. Lords, view theſe letters, full of bad miſ- 


| chance. 
France is revolted from the Engl; quite, 
Except ſome petty towns of no import. 
The n. Charles is crowned King in Rheins, 
The baſtard Orleans with him 1s join'd : 
Reignier Duke of jou doth take his part, 
The Duke of 4/anſon flies to his fide. © [Exit. 
Exe. The Dauphin crowned King? all fly to him? 
O, whither ſhall we fly from this reproach ? 
Glu. We will not fly but to our enemies throats. 
Bedford, if thou be ſlack, I'll fight it out. 
Bed. Gli'ſter, why doubt thou of my forwardneſs? 
An army have I muſter'd in my thoughts, 
Wherewith already France is over-run, 


SCENE IV. 


Enter a Third Meſſenger. 


Meſſ. My gracious lords, to add to your laments 
ian you now bedew King Henry's hearſe, 
I muſt inform you of a diſmal ſight 
Betwixt the ſtout lord Talbot the French. 
Win. What! wherein Talbot overcame? is't ſo? 
3 Me. O no; wherein lord Talbet was o'erthrown. 
England's. The 


King HEN RAT VI. 
The circumſtance I'll tell you more at large. 
The tenth of Auguſt laſt, this dreadful lord 
Retiring from the fiege of Orleans, | 


Having ſcarce full fix thouſand in his troop, 
By three and twenty thouſand of the Frenc 


Was round encompaſſed and ſet upon. 


No leiſure had he to enrank his men; 

He wanted pikes to ſet before his archers; 
Inſtead whereof ſharp ſtakes pluckt out of hedges 
They pitched in the ground confuſedly, | 
To keep the horſemen off from breaking in. 
More than three bours the fight continued ; 
Where valiant Ta/bot above human thought 
Enacted Wonders with his ſword and lance. 


Hundreds he ſent to hell, and none durſt ſtand him, 


Here, there, and every where, enrag d he flew. - 
The French exclaim'd, the devil was in arms, 
All the whole army ſtood agaz'd on him. 


His ſoldiers ſpying his undaunted ſpirit, 


A Talbot! Talbot cried out amain, 

And ruſh'd into the bowels of the battle. 

Here had the conqueſt fully been ſeal'd up, 

+ If Sir John Falſtaff had not play'd the coward, 
He being in the vaward, (plac'd behind 

With purpoſe to relieve and follow them) 
Cowardly fled, not having ſtruck one ſtroke. 
Hence grew the gen'ral wreck and maſſacre ; 
Encloſed were they with their enemies. 

A baſe Walkon, to win the Dayphin's grace, 
Thruſt Talbot with a ſpear into the back, 

Whom all France with her chief aſſembled ftrength- 
Durſt not preſume to look once in the face. 

Bed. Is Talbot ſlain then? I will ſlay my ſelf, 
For living idly here in pomp and eaſe ; 

Whilſt ſuch a worthy leader _ did,- ,. 
Unto his daſtard foe-men is betray'd. 

3 Meg. O no, he lives, but is took priſoner, 
And lord Scales with him, and lord Hungerford ; 
Moſt of the reſt ſlaughter'd or took likewiſe. 

Bed. His ranſom there is none but I ſhall pay, 

＋ See. the note on the fifth Scene of A 3. 
; 4. 
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Il hale the Dauphin headlong from his throne, 
His crown ſhall be the ranſom of my friend: 
Four of their lords I'll change for one of ours. 
Farewel my maſters, to my taſk will I; | 
Bonfires in France forthwith I am to make, 


234 


To keep our great St. George's feaſt withal. | 
Ten thouſand ſoldiers with me I will take, ' 
W hoſe bloody deeds ſhall make all Europe quake. 
3 Meg. So you had need, for Or/zans is beſieg d, 
The Englif6 army is grown weak and faint: : 
The earl of Salibury craveth ſupply, 
And hardly keeps his men from mutiny, 
Since they ſo few watch ſuch a multitude. 
Exe. Remember lords your oaths to Henry ſworn : 
Either to quell the Dauphin utterly, 
Or bring him in obedience to your yoak. | 
Bed. I do remember it, ard here take leave, 
To go about my preparation. [Exit Bedford. 
Chu. Vil to the Tower with all the halte I can, 
To view th' artillery and ammunition, . 
And then I will proclaim young Henry King. 
[Ex. Glouceſter. 
Exe. To Eltam will I, where the young King is, 
Being oxdain'd his ſpecial governor, 
And for his ſafety there I'll beſt deviſe. [ Exif. 
Min. Each hath his place and function to attend: 
I am left out; for me nothing remains: | 
But long I will not be thus out of office : 
The King from Eltam I intend to ſend, 
And fit at chiefeſt ſtern of publick weal. [Exit. 


SCENE V. 
FRANCE. 
Eater Charles, Alanſon, and Reignier, marching with 


a drum and Soldiers. 
Char. Mars his true moving, ev'n as in the heav'ns 
'So in the earth to this day is not known. 
Late did he ſhine upon the Exgliſb fide: 
Now we are victors, upon us he ſmiles. 
What towns of any moment but we have? 


* 


r 


Faintly beſiege us one hour in a month. 


Either they muſt be dieted like mules, 
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At pleaſute here we lie near O/leans: 
* Tho {till the famiſh'd En2/;/ like pale ghoſts 


Alan. They want their porridge, and their fat Bull- 
beeves, 


And have their provender ty'd to their mouths, 
Or piteous they will look like drowned mice. 
Talbet is taken, whom we wont to fear : 
Remaineth none but mad-brain'd Sali Sury, 
And he may well in ffetting ſpend his gall, 
Nor men nor mony hath he to make war. 
Char. Sound, ſound alarum : we will ruſh on them: 
Now for the honour of the forlorn French: 
Him I] forgive my death that killeth me; | 
When he ſees me go back one foot or fly. [| Exeunt. 
' [Here alarm, they are beaten back by the Engliſh, 
evith great bofs. 


Enter Charles, Alanſon, ad Reignier. 


Char. Who ever ſaw the like ? what men have I? 
Dogs, cowards daſtards ! I would ne'er have fled, 


But that they left me nadſt my enemies. 


Reig. Salisbury is a deip'rate homicide, 


He fighteth as one weary of his life : 


Two cther lords, like Lions wanting food, 


Do ruſh upon vs as their hungry prey. 


Alan. Fraijſard a countryman. of ours records, 
England all Olivers and Rowlands bred, 
During the time Edward the Third did reign : 
More truly now may this be verified; 

For none but Sampſons and Goliaſſes 


It ſendeth forth to skirmiſh; one to ten 


Lean raw-bon'd raſcals ! who would &er ſuppoſe, 
1 had ſuch courage and audacity ! 
C 8 Let's leave this town, for they are hair-brain'd 
ſlaves, 
And hunger will enforce them be more eager : 
Of old I know them ; rather with their teeth 
The walls they'll tear down, than forſake the ſiege. 


A ___ Rerp, 
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Reig. I think by ſome odd + gimmals or device 
Their arms are ſet like clocks, ſtill to ſtrike on: 
Elſe they could ne'er hold out ſo as they do; 
By my conſent we'll e'en let them alone. 
Alan. Be it fo. 
Enter the Baſtard of Orleans. | 
Baſt. 2 the Prince Dauphin? I have news for 
| im. | 
Dau. Baſtard of Orleans, thrice welcome to us. 
Baſt. Methinks your Jooksare{ad, your chear appal'd. 
Hath the late overthrow wreught this offence ; 
Be not diſmay'd, for ſuccour is at hand : 


A holy maid hither with me J bring, 


Which by a viſion ſent to her from heav'n 
Ordained is to raiſe this tedious ſiege, | 
And drive the Enz/if forth the bounds of France. 
The ſpirit of deep prophecy ſhe hath, 

Exceeding the nine Si of old Rome: 

What's pait and what's to come ſhe can deſcry. 
Speak, ſhall I call her in? believe my words, 


For they are certain and infallible. 


Dau. Go call ker in; but firſt to try her skill, 
Reignier ſtand thou as Dauphin in my place; 
Queſtion her proudly, let thy looks be ſtern : 

By this means ſhall we ſound what skill ſhe hath. 


SCENE VI. 
Ezter Joan la Pucelle. 
| Reis: maid, is't thou will do theſe wond'roug 
eats ? 5 | 
Pucel. Reignier, is't thou that thinkeſt to beguile me? 
Where is the Dauphin ? come, come from behind, 
I know thee well, tho' never ſeen before. 
Be not a maz d; there's nothing hid from me- 
In private will I talk with thee apart: 3 
Stand back, you lords, and give us leave a while. 
Reig. She takes upon her bravely at firſt daſh. 
Pucel. Dauphin, Iam by birth a ſhepherd's daughter, 
My wit untrain'd in any kind of art: 
+ Gimmals, are rings of double rounds, from gemelli. 


Heav'n- 


Ty 
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Heav'n, and our Lady gracious hath it pleas'd 
To {tine on my contemptible eſtate. : 
Lo, whilſt I waited on my tender lambs, - 
And to ſun's parching heat diſplay'd my cheeks, 
God's mother deigned to _ to me, 
And in a viſion full of majeſty 
Wild me to leave my baſe vocation, 
And free my country from calamity : 
Her aid ſhe promis'd, and aſſur'd ſucceſs. 
In compleat glory ſhe reveal'd her ſelf; 
And whereas I was black and fwart before, 
With thoſe clear rays which ſhe infus'd on me,- 
That beauty am I bleſt with which you ſee. as 
Ask me what gots thou canſt poſſible, 
And I will anſwer umpremeditated. 
My courage try by combat, if thou dar'ft, 
And thou ſhalt find that I exceed my ſex. 
Reſolve on this, thou ſhalt be fortunate 
If thou receive me for thy warlike mate. 

Dau. Thou haſt aſtoniſh'd me with thy high terms: 
Only this proof I'll of thy valour make, | 
In ſingle combat thou ſhalt buckle with me; 

And ichen vanquiſheſt, thy words are true, 
Otherwiſe I renounce all confidence. 
Pucel. I am prepar'd ; here is my keen-edg'd ſword, 
Deck'd with fine Flow'r-de-luces on each fide, 
The which at Tourain'in St. Katharine's church 
Out of a deal of old iron I choſe forth. 
Dau. Then come a God's name, for I fear no wo- 


man. 
Pucel. And white I live, I'll ne'er fly from a man. 
Here they fight, and Joan de Pucelle overcomes. 

Dau. Stay, ſtay thy hands, thou art an Amazon, - 
And fight eſt with the ſword of Debora. 

Pucel. Chriſt's mother helps me, elſe I were too weak: 

Dau. Who- e er helps thee, 'tis thou that mult help me z- 
Impatiently I burn with thy defire, | 
My heart and hands thou haſt at once ſubdu'd ;- 
Excellent Pucelle, if thy: name be ſo, 

t me thy fervant and not Sovereign be, 
"Tis the French Dauphin ſueth to thee thus; 


Pucel. 
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Pucel. I muſt not yield to any rites of love, 


For my proſeſſion's ſacred from above 
When I have chaſed all thy foes from hence, 


Then will I think upon a recompence. 


Dau. Mean time look gracious on thy proſtrate thrall. 
Reig. My lord methinks is very long in talk. 
Alan. Doubtleſs he ſhrives this woman to her ſmock, 
Elſe ne'er could he ſo long protract his ſpeech. 
Reig. Shall we difturb him, fince he keeps no mean? 
Alan. He may mean more than we poor men do 
know : 
Theſe womenare ſhrewd tempters with their tongues. 
Reig. My lord, where are you? what deviſe you on? 
Shall we give over Orleans or no ? 
Pucel. Why no, I ſay; diſtruſtful recreants, 
Fight till the laſt gaſp ; for Þ Il be your guard. 
Dau. What ſhe ſays I'Il confirm; we'll fight it out. 
Pucel. Aſſign'd J am to be the Exgliſb ſcourge. 
This night the fiege aſſuredly Ill raife: 


Expect Saint Martin's ſummer, Halcyon days, 


Since I have enter'd thus into theſe wars. 

* Glory is likea circle in the water ; 

Which never ceaſeth to enlarge it ſelf, 

Till by broad ſpreading it diſperſe to nought. 

With Henry's death the Engliſb circle ends, 

»Diſperſed are the glories it included: 

Now am TI like that proud inſulting ſhip, 

Which Cæſar and his fortune bore at once. 
Dau. Was Mahomet inſpired with a Dove ? 

Thou with an Eagle art inſpired then. 

Helen the mother of great Conſtantine, | 

Nor yet St. Philip's daughters, were like thee. 

Bright tar of Venus fall'n down on the earth, 

Mow may I reverently worſhip thee ? | 
Alan. Leave off delays, and let us raife the ſiege. 
Neig. Woman, do what thou canſt to fave our ho- 

nours; 

Drive them from Orleans, and be immortaliz'd. 
Dau. Preſently try; come, let's away about it. 

No prophet will I truſt if ſhe proves falſe. [Exeunt. 


SCENE 


Xing HENRY VI. 13 
SCN. S. WII. 
Changes to London. 


Enter Glouceſter, ith his Serwing- men. 


Glou. I am this day come to ſurvey the Tower ; 
Since Henrj's death I fear there is conveyance : 
Where be theſe warders, that they wait not here? 
Open the Gates. Tis Glouce/ter that calls. 
1 Ward. Who's there that knocks fo imperiouſly ? 
1 Man. It is the noble Duke of Glouceſter. 
2 Ward. Whoe'er he be, you may not be let in. 
1 Man. Villains, anſwer vou fo the Lord Protector? 
1 Ward. The Lord protect him, ſo we anſwer him, 
Me do no otherwiſe than we are wild. 
Glu. Who willed you? or whoſe will ſtands but 
mine? | 
There's none Protector of the realm but J. 
Break up the gates, Pl: be your warrantize; 


Shall I be flouted thus by dunghil grooms ? 


Glouceſter's men ruſb at the Tower-gates, and 
Woodvile the Lieutenant ſpeaks within. | 

Mood. What noiſe is this? what Traitors have we 

here ? 

Glou. Lieutenant, is it you whoſe voice I hear? 
Open the gates, here's Ger that would enter. 

Word. Have patience, noble Duke; I may not open; 
The Cardinal ef Winckefer forbids ; | 

From him I have expreſs commandment, 
T hat thou, nor none of thine ſhall be let in. | 

Glou. Faint-hearted ite, prizeſt him fore me? 
Arrogant Vincheſter, the haughty prelate, 

Whom Henry our late Sovereign ne'er could brooæ? 
Thou art no friend to God or to the King: 
Open the gate, or I'll ſhut thee out ſhortly. 

Serv. Open the gates there to the Lord Protector, 
We'll burſt them open if you come not quickly. 
Enter to the Protector at the Tower-gates, Winchefter 

and his men in tawny coats. 
Via. How now, ambitious umpire, what means this? 
Glou. 
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Glow, + Piel'd Prieſt, doſt thou command me 

ſhat out? | 

Win. 1 do, thou moſt uſurping proditor, 

And not protector of the King or realm. | 

Glow. Stand back thou manifeſt conſpirator, 
Thou that contriv'd*ſt to murder our dead lord, 
Thou that giv'ſ || whores indulgencies to fin ; 

I'll canvaſs thee in thy broad Cardinal's hat, 
If thou proceed in this thy inſolence. 

Win. Nay, ſtand thou back, I will not budge a foot: 
This be | Damaſcus, be thou curſed Cain, | 
To ſlay thy brother Abel if thou wilt. 
Here 
+ Peel'd, alluding to his ſhaven crown, a metaphor 


from a peel d orange. 


| The publick Nexus were formerly under the diſtrict of 
the Biſhop of Wincheſter. 

t Damaſcus, N. B. About four miles from Damaſcus #s 
a high hill, reported to be the ſame on which Cain flew his 
brother Abel. Maundr. Trav. p. 131. 


* ä * K 
2 . 


* if thou wilt. 
Glan. I will not ſlay thee, but I'll drive thee back: 
Thy ſcarlet robes, as a child's bearing cloth, 
I'Il uſe to carry thee out of this place. 
Win. Do what thou dar'ſt, I beard thee to thy face. 
Ghu. What? am I dar'd, and bearded to my face? 
Draw men for all this privileged place. 
Blue coats to tawny. Prieſt, beware thy beard, 
I mean to tug it, and to cuff you ſoundly. 
Under my feet I'Il ſtamp thy Cardinals hat: 
In ſpight of Pope or dignities of church, 
Here by the cheeks I'll drag thee up and down. 
Win. Gli fer, thou'lt anſwer this before the Pope. 
Clou. Winchcfter Gooſe, I cry a rope, a rope. 


Now beat them hence, why do yow let them ſtay? 


Thee I'll chaſe hence, thou Wolf in Skeep's array. | 
Out tawny coats, out ſcarlet hypocrite, 
Here Glouceſter : 


Here 
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Here Glouceſter*s men beat ont the Cardinals; and enter 
in the hurly-burly the Mayor of London, and his Officers. 


Mayor. Fy, 8, that you being fupreme magi- 
ſtrates, 


Thus contumeliouſly ſhould break the peace. 


Glow. Peace, Mayor, for thou know'ſ little of my 
wrongs : 
Here's Beauford that regards not God nor King, 
Hath here diſtrain'd the Tower to his uſe. 
Win. Here's Glefter too, a foe to citizens, 
One that ſtill motions war, and never peace, 
Ofer-charging your free purſes with large fines ; 
That ſeeks to overthrow religion, 
Becauſe he is Protector of the realm; 
And would have armour here out of the Toaver, 
To crown himſelf King, and ſuppreſs the Prince. 
_ Ghx. I will not anſwer thee with words, but blows; 
| Here they skirmiſh again. 
Mayor. Nought reſts for me in this tumultuous ſtrife, 
But to make open proclamation. 
Come, officer, as loud as e'er thou canſt. 


All manner of men aſſembled here in arms this day, 
againſt God's peace and the King's, wwe charge and 
command you in his Highneſs name, to repair to your 
feveral dwelling places, and not to wear, handle, or 
uſe any N weapon, or dagger bencefirward, upon- 
pain of Death. 

Ghu. Cardinal, I'Il be no breaker of the law: 

But we ſhall meet, and tell our minds at large. 

Win. Gloſter, we'll meet to thy dear coſt be ſure; 

Thy heart-blood I will have for this day's work. 

Mayor. T'll call for clubs, if you will not away : 
This Cardinal is more haughty than the devil. | 
Ghu. Mayor, farewel: thou doſt but what thou 
may ſt. 
Win. Abominable G%/ ter, guard thy head, 
For I intend to have it ere be long. [Exeunt. 
r. See the coaſt clear d, and then we vill de part. 
Good God ! that nobles ſhould ſuch ſtomachs bar! 


I my f{elffight not once in forty year. E xeunt. 
— N * SCENE 
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SCENE VIIL 
Changes to Orleans, in France. 


Enter the Maſter-gunner of Orleans, and his Boy. 
» AZ. Gun. Sirrah, thou know'it how Orleans is be- 
| ſieg'd, | | 
And how —— Engliſh have the ſuburbs won. 

Boy. Father, I know, and oft have ſhot at them, 
Howe'er unfortunate I miſs'd my aim. 

M. Gun. But now thou ſhalt not. Be thou rul'd by me; 
Chief Maſter-gunner am I of this town, 
Something I mult do to procure me grace. 

The Prince's 'tp:als. have informed me, 

The Engle in the ſuburbs cloſe intrench'd 
Went thro' a ſecret grate of iron bars, 

In yonder tow'r, to over-peer the city, 

And thence diſcover how with moſt advantage 
They may vex us, with ſhot or with aflault. 

To intercept this inconvenience, 

A piece of ord'nance gainſt it I have plac'd, 
And fully ev'n theſe three days have 1 watch'd 
If I could fee them. Now, Boy, do thou watch. 
If thou ſpy'ſt any, run and bring me word, 
And thou ſhalt find me at the governor's. [Exit. : 

Boy. Father, I warrant you take you no.care, 
FH never trouble you if I may ſpy them. 


SCENE IX. 
Enter Salisbury and Talbot on the turrets, with others. 


Sal. Talbot, my life, my joy, again return'd? * 
How wert thou handled, being priſoner ? 
Or by what means got*ſt thou to be releas'd ? 
Diſcourſe I pr'ythee on this turret's top. 
Tal. The Earl of Bedford had a priſoner, 
Called the brave Lord Ponton de Santraile, 
For him was I exchang'd and ranſomed. 
But with a baſer man of arms by far, 
Once, in contempt, they would — barter'd me: 
Which I diſdaining ſcorn'd, and craved death, 
Rather than I would be fo * vilde eſteem' d. 
pil d. 
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In fine, redeem'd I was as I deſir'd. 

But O, the treach'rous Fa//aff wounds my heart, 

Whom with my bare fiſts I would execute, 

If I now had him brought into my pow'r. | 
Sal. Yet telPſt thou not how thou wert entertain'd. 
Tal. With ſcoffs and fcorns, and contumelious taunts, 

In open market-place produc'd they me, 

To be a publick ſpectacle to all. 

Here, ſaid they, is the terror of the French, 

The Scare-crow' that affrights our children fo... 

Then broke I from the — that led me, 

And with my nails digg'd ſtones out of the ground, 

To hurl at the beholders of my ſhame. 5 

My griſly countenance made others fly, 

None durit come near for fear of ſudden death. 

In iron walls they deem'd me not ſecure: 

So great a fear my name amongſt them ſpread, 

That they ſuppos'd I could rend bars of ſteel, 

And ſpurn in pieces poſts of adamant. 

Wherefore a guard of choſen ſhot 1 had; 

They walk'd about me ev'ry minute-while : 

And if I did but ſtir out of my bed, 

Ready they were to ſhoot me to the heart. 

Sal. I grieve to hear what torments you endur'd, 

But we will be reveng'd "ſufficiently. 

Now it is ſupper-time in Orleans: 

Here thro? this grate I can count every one, 

And view the Frenchmen how they fortify : 

Let us look in, the fight will much delight thee. 

Sir Thomas Gargrave, and Sir William Glanſdale, 

Let me have your expreſs opinions, 

Where is belt place to make our batt'ry next? 

Gar. I think at the north gate, for there ſtand lords. 
Clan. And I here, at the bulwark of the bridge. 
Tal. For ought 1 ſee this city muſt be famiſt'd, 

Or with light skirmiſhes enfeebled. 

Here they ſhoot, and Salisbury falls down. 
Sal. O Lord have mercy on us, wretched finners. 
Gar. O Lord have mercy on me, wotul man. 
Tal. What chance is this that ſuddenly hath croft us? 
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Speak, Salisbury; at leaſt if thou canſt ſpeak; 
How far'ſt thou, mirror of all martial men? 

One of thy eyes and thy cheeks fide ſtruck off 
Accurſed tow'r, accuried fatal hand 

That hath contriv'd this woful tragedy ! . 

In thirteen battels Sa/isbury o'ercame : 
Henry the Fifth he firſt train'd to the wars. 
Whilſt any trump did ſound, or drum ftruck up, 
His ſword did ne'e'r leave ſtriking in the field. 
Yet liv'& thou, Salisbury? tho' thy ſpeech doth fail, 
One eye thou haſt to look ta heav'n for grace.“ 
1 Heav'n be thoũ gracious to none alive, 
1 If Salisbury wants mercy at thy hands 
1 Bear hence his body, I will help to bury it. 

| Sir Thomas Gargrave, haſt thou any lite ? 
4 Speak unto Talbot, nay look up to him. 
j O Salisb'ry, chear thy ſpirits with this comfort, 
4 Thou ſhalt not die, while * 
—— Þo}Þ]e beckons with his hand, and ſmiles on me, 
As who ſhould ſay, when 1 am dead and gone, 
| Remember to avenge me on the French. 
1 Plantagenet, I will; and Nero-like, 
0 Play on the lute, beholding the towns burn: 
Wretched ſhall France be only in my name. 

Here an alarm, and it thunders and lightens. 

What tir is this? what tumult's in the heav'ns ? 
Whence cometh this alarum and this noiſe ? 


Enter a Meſſenger. 


Meſ. My lord, my lord, the French have gather'd head. 
The Dauphin with one Joan la Pucelle join'd, 
A holy propheteſs new riſen up, © 
Is come with a great power to raiſe the ſiege. 
[ Here Salisbury lifteth himſelf up and groans, 
Tal. Hear, hear how dying Salisbury doth groan, 
It irks his heart he cannot be reveng d. 
| French- 


— 


co heay'n for grace. 
The ſun with one eye vieweth all the world. 
Hea vn be thou, Oc. | 
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Frenchmen, Pil be a Salisbury to you. 
Convey brave Salisbury into his tent, 
And then we'll try what daſtard Frenchmen dare. 
' FAlarum. [Exit. 


SCENE X. 
Here an alarum again; and Talbot purſueth the Dau- 
phin, axd driveth him: then enter Joan la Pucelle, 
driving Engliſhmen before her. Then enter Talbot. 


Tal. Where is my ſtrength, my valour and my force? 
Our Eng/i/þ troops retire, I cannot ſtay them: 
A woman clad in armour chaſeth them. 


| Enter Pucelle. 

Here, here ſhe comes. Fl have a hout with thee 
Devil, or devil's dam, I'll conjure thee : 
Blood will I draw on thee, thou art a witch, 
And ftraitway give thy ſoul to him thou ſerv'ſt. 

Pucel. Come, come, tis only I that muſt 7, thee. 

[TR Hebt. 1 

Talbot farewel, thy hour is not yet come, 
I muſt go victual Orleans forthwith, 


A ſport alarum. Then enter the town with ſoldiers. 


O'ertake me if thou canſt, I ſcorn thy ſtrength. ' 

Go, go, chear up thy hunger-ſtarved men, 

Help Salisbury to make his teſtament : 

This day is ours, as many more ſhall be. [ Ex#r Pucelle. 
Tal. My thoughts are whirled like a potter's wheel; 

FE know not where I am, nor what I do: A 


— — — — 
1 Fa Salisbury to you. 

Puzel or Puſſel, Dolphin or Dog: fis, 

Your hearts I'II ſtamp out with my Horſes heels, 

And make a quagmire of your mingled brains. 

Convey brave, &c. 


1 — be. 

Tal. Heavens, can you ſuffer hell ſo to prevail? 
My breaſt I'll burſt with ſtraining of my courage, 
And from my ſhoulders crack my arms aſunder, 
But I will chaſtiſe this high-minded trumpet. 

Pucel. Talbot farewel, Oc. | 
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A witch, by fear not force, like Hannibal 
Drives back our troops, and conquers as ſhe liſts: 
So Bees with ſmoak, and Doves with noiſom ſtench, 
Are from their hives and houſes driv'n away. 
They call'd us for our fierceneſs Exgliſb dogs, 
Now like their whelps we crying run away. 
| A ſhort alarum. 
Hark countrymen, either renew the fight, 
Or tear the Lions out of England's coat; 
Renounce your Soil, give Sheep in Lions ſtead: 
Sheep run not half ſo * tim'sous from the Wolf, 
Or Horſe or Oxen from the Leopard, 
As you fly from your oft-ſubdued Slaves. 
[ Alarum. Here another shirmiſh. 
It will not be; retire into your trenches : J 
You all conſented unto Saliabury's death, 
For none would ſtrike a ſtroke in his revenge. 
Pucelle is enter'd into Orleans, 
In ſpight of us, or aught that we could do. 
O would I were to die with Salisbury? 
The ſhame hereof will make me hide my head. 
[Exit Talbot. 
 [Alarum, Retreat, Flouriſs. 


SCENE XI. 


Enter on the wall, Pucelle, Dauphin, Reignier, Alan- 
ſon, and Soldiers. 


Pucel, Advance our waving colours on the walls, 
Reſcu'd is Orleans from the E 0% Wolves: 


Thus Joan la Pucelle hath perform'd her word. 


Dau. Divineſt creature, bright Area's daughter, 
How ſhall I honour thee for this ſucceſs ! 
Thy promiſes are like Adonis garden, 
'That one day bloom'd, and fruitful were the next. 
France, triumph in thy Ir prophetels ; 
Recover'd is the town of Orleans; 
More bleſſed hap did ne'er befal our ſtate. 

Rsoig. Why ring not out the bells e the town? 
Dauphin, command the citizens make bonſires, 


And feaſt and banquet in the open ſtreets, 


To celebrate the joy that God hath giv'n us. 
* treacherous. Alan. 


ch, 


N. 


t. 


= 


Embrace we then this opportunity, 
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Man. All France will be replete with mirth and joy, 
When they fhall hear how we have play'd the men. 
Dau. Tis Joan, not we, by whom the day is won: 
For which I will divide my crown with her, 
And all the prieſts and friers in my realm 
Shall in proceſſion ſing her endleſs praiſe. 
A ſtatelier pyramid to her ['ll rear, 
Than. Rhodope's or Memphis ever was ! 
In memory of her, when ſhe is dead, 
Her aſhes, in an urn more gracious 
Than the rich jeweld coffer of Darius, 
Tranſported ſhall be at high feſtivals, 
Before the Kings and Queens of Fance. 
No longer on St. Dennis will we cry, 
But Joan la Pucelle ſhall be France's Saint. 
Come in, and let us banquet royally, : 
After this golden day of victory. {Fhuriſh. Exeunt. 


ACTAOIE 3 ES9GY 
| Continues in Orleans. | 
Enter a Serjeant of a Band, with two Centinels. 
SER JEANT. | 


= IRS, take you laces, and be vigilant : 
MW If any noiſe or ſoldier you perceive 
Near to the wall, by ſome apparent fign 
Let us have knowledge at the court of guard. 

Cent. Serjeant, you ſhall. Thus are poor ſerviters 
(When others ſleep upon their quiet beds 
Conſtrain'd to watch in darkneſs, rain and cold. 


Enter Talbot, Bedford, and Burgundy, with ſcaling- 
ladders. Their Drums beating a dead march. 
Tal. Lord. Regent, 'and redoubted Burgundy, 
By whoſe approach the regions of Artois, 
Walloon, and Picardy are friends to us: 
This happy night the Frenchmen are ſecure, 
Having all day carous'd and banquetted. 


As 
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As fitting beſt to quittance their deceit, 
Contriv'd by art and baleful ſorcery. 
Bed. 2 of France, how much he wrongs. his 
e, : 
Deſpairing of his own arm's fortitude, _. 
Tofoin with witches and the help of hell! 
Bur. Träitors have never other company. 
But what's that Pucelle whom they term fo pure? 
Tal. A maid, they ſay. 
Bed. A maid! and be fo martial? 
Bur. Pray God ſhe prove not maſculine ere long, 
If underneath the ſtandard of the French 
She carry armvur as ſhe hath begun. 8 
_ Tal. Well, let them practiſe and converſe with ſpirits, 
God is our fortreis, in whoſe conqu'ring name 
Let us reſolve to ſcale their flinty bulwarks. 
Bed. Aſcend, brave Talbot, we will follow thee. 
Tal. Not all together: better far I gueſs, 
That we do make our entrance ſeveral ways: 
That if it chance the one of us do fail, 
The other yet may riſe againſt their force. 
Bed. Agreed ; I'll to yon corner. 
Bar. I to this. 
Tal. And here will Talbot mount, or make his grave. 
Now Salisbury! tor thee and for the right 
Of Engliſh Henry, ſhall this night appear 
How much in duty I am bound to both. 
Cent. Arm, arm; the enemy doth make aſſault. 


[CH, St. George! 4 Talbot! 
SCENE H. 


The French leap o'er the walls in their-fbirts, Enter 
ſeveral ways, Baſtard, Alanſon, Reignier, ha/f ready 
and half unread). 3 
Alan. How now, my lords ? what all unready fo ? 
Baſt. Unready ? I am glad we ſcap'd fo well. 

Reig. 8 time, I trow, to wake and leave out 
8, 


Hearing alarums at our chamber- doors. 
Man. 
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Alan. Of all exploits ſince firſt I follow 'd arms, 
Ne'er heard I of a warlike enterprize | 
More venturous, or deſperate than this. | 
Baſt. I think this Talbot is a fiend of hell: 
Reig. If not of hell, the heav'ns ſure favour him. 
Alan. Here cometh Charles, I marvel how ke ſped; 
Enter Charles and Joan. | 
Baft. Tut, holy Joan was his defenſive guard. 
| Char. Is this thy cunning, thou deceitful dame? 
Didſt thou at firſt, to flatter us withal, | 
Make us partakers of a little gain; 
That now our loſs might be ten times ſo much ?. : 
Pucel. Wherefore is Charles impatient with his friend? 
At all times will you have my pow'r alike ? 
Sleeping or waking muſt I ſtill prevail? _ 
Or will you blame and lay the fault on me ? 
Improvident ſoldiers; had your watch been good, 
This ſudden miſchief never could have faln. 
Char. Duke of Alanfon, this was your default; 
That being captain of the watch to-night, 
Did look no better to that weighty charge. 
Alan. Had all our quarters been as ſafely kept, 
As that whereof I had the government, 
We had not been thus ſhamefully ſurpria d. 
Baſt. Mine was ſecure. 
Reig. And ſo was mine, my lord. 
| Char. And for my ſelf, moſt part of all this night 
Within her quarter and mine on preeinct 
I was employ d in paſſing to and fro, 
About relieving of the centinels. $ 3 
Then how or which way ſhould they firſt break in ? 
Pucel. Queſtion; my lord; no further of the caſe, 
How or which way; *tis ſure they ſound ſome part 
But weakly guarded, where the breach was made: 
And now there reſts no other ſhift but this, 
To gather ſoldiers, ſcatter'd and diſperſt, | 
And lay new platforins to endamage them. { Exeunt. 


SCENE III. 


Alarum. Enter a Soldier crying, a Talbot ! a Talbot! 
they fly, leaving their clothes behind. 


Sol. I'll be fo bolll to take what they have left : 


The 
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The ery of Talbot ſerves me for a ſword, 


For J have loaden me with many ſpoils, 5 
Uſing no other weapon but his name. [Exzt. 
Enter Talbot, Bedford, and Burgundy. 
Bed. The day begins to break, and night is fled, 
Whoſe pitchy mantle over-veil'd the earth. 
Here ſound retreat, and ceaſe our hot purſuit. [ Retreat. 
Tal. Bring forth the body of old Salisbury, 
And here advance it in the market place, 
The middle centre of this curſed town. 
Now have I pay'd my vow unto his ſou! ; 
For ev'ry drop of bloed was drawn from him, 
There have at leaſt five Frenchmen dy'd to-night. 
And that hereafter ages may behold | ; 
What ruin happen'd in revenge of him, 
Within the chiefeſt temple Pl! ere 
A tomb, wherein his corps ſhall be interr'd: 
Upon the which, that every one may read, 
S Hall be engrav'd the ſack of Orleans, 
'The treach'rous manner of his mournful death, 
And what a 'terror he had been to France. 
But lords, in all our bloody maſſacre, 
I muſe we met not with the Dauphin's grace ; 
His new-come champion, virtuous Joan of Arc, 
Nor any of his falſe confederates. 
Bed. Tis thought, lord Ta/boty when the fight began, 
Rous'd on the ſudden from their drowſy beds, 
They did amongft the troops of armed men 
Leap o'er the walls, for refuge in the field. 
Bur. My ſelf, as far as I could well diſcern 
For ſmoak and duſty vapeurs of the night, 
Am ſure I ſcar'd the Dauphin and his trull ; 
When arm in arm they both came ſwiftly running, 


Like to a pair of loving Turtle-Doves, 


That could not live aſunder day or night. 
After that things are ſet in order here, | 
We'll follow them with all the pow'r we have. 
Enter a Meſſenger. | 
Me. AN hail, my lords; which of this princely train 
Call ye the warlike Talbot, for his acts 
So much applauded through the realm of France ? I 


in 


I 
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Tal. Here is the Talbot, who would ſpeak with him? 
Meſſ. The virtuous lady, Counteſs of Auvergne, 
With modeſty, admiring thy renown, 
By me intreats, great lord, thou would'ſt vouchſafe 
To viſit her poor caſtle where ſhe lies; 
That ſhe may boaſt ſhe hath beheld the man 
Whoſe glory fills the world with loud report. 
Bur. Is it eva fo? nay, then I ſee our wars 
Will turn into a peaceful comick ſport, 
When ladies crave to-be encounter'd with. 
You can't, my lord, deſpiſe her gentle ſuit. 
Tal. Ne'er truſt me then; for when a-world of men 
Could not prevail with all their oratory, 
Yet hath a woman's kindneſs over-rul'd : 
And therefore tell her, I return great thanks, 
And in ſubmiſſion will attend on her. 
Will not your honours bear me company? 
Bed. No, truly that is more than manners will: 
And I have heard it ſaid, unbidden gueſts 
Are often welcomeſt when they are gone. 
Tal. Well then, alone, ſince there's no remedy, 
I mean to prove this lady's courtefy. 
Come hither, captain, you perceive my mind. [Phiſpers. 
Capt. I do, my lord, and mean aecordingiy, [ Exeunt. 


SCENE IV. 
The Counteſs of Auvergne's Caſtle. 


Enter the Counteſs and her Porter. 


Count. Porter, remember what I gave in charge, 

And when you've done fo, bring the keys to me: 
Port. Madam, I will. [ Exit. 
Count. The plot is laid: if all things fall out right, 

I ſhall as famous be by this exploit, 

As Scythian Tomyris by Cyrus death, | 

Great is the rumour of this dreadful Knight, 

And his atchievements of no lefs account : 


Fain would mine eyes be witneſs with mine ears, 


To give their cenſure of theſe rare reports, 
Enter 
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Enter Meſſenger and Talbot. 


Meſſ. Madam, according as your lady ſhip 

By meſſage crav'd, ſo is lord Talbot come. | 
Count. And he is welcome; what! is this the man? 
Meſſ. Mad am, it is. 
Count. Is this the ſcourge of Fance? 

Is this the Talbot fo much fear'd abroad, | 

That with his name the mothers til! their babes? 

I fee report is fabulous and falſe. 

1 thought I ſhould have ſeen ſome Hercules, 

A ſecond Hector, for his grim aſpect, 

And large proportion of his ſtrong- knit limbs. 

Alas! this is a child, a filly dwarf: 

It cannot be, this weak and writhled Shrimp 

Should ſtrike ſuch terror in his enemies. 
Tal. Madam, I have been bold to trouble you: 

But ſince your ladyſhip is not ar leiſure, 

I' ſort ſome other time to viſit you. | 
Count. What means he now? Go ask whither he 

goes. | | 

Meſſ. Stay, my lord Talbot, for my lady craves 

To know the cauſe of your abrupt departure. 
Tal. Marry, for that ſhe's in a wrong belief, 

I go to certifie her, Talbot's here. 


Enter Porter with keys. 


Count. If thou be he, then art thou priſoner. 
Tal. Pris'ner ? to whom? Wt 

Count. To me, blood-thirſty lord: 

And for that cauſe I train'd thee to my houſe. 

Long time thy ſhadow hath been thrall to me, 

For in my gallery thy picture hangs: 

But now the ſubſtance ſhall endure the like, 

And I will chain theſe legs and arms of thine, 

That haſt by tyranny theſe many years 

Waſted our country, {lain our citizens, 

And ſent our ſons and husbands captivate. 

Tal. Ha, ha, ha! 

Count. Laugheſt thou wretch ? thy mirth ſhall tura to 


moan. 
Tal. 
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Tal. 1 laugh to ſee your ladyſhip fo fond, 
To think that you have ought but Talbot's ſhadow 
Whereon to practiſe your ſeverity. 
Count. Why ? art not thou the man? 
Tal. I am indeed. 
Count. Then have 1 ſubſtance too. 
Tal. No, no, I am but ſhadow of my ſelf: 
You are deceiv'd, my ſubſtance is not here; 
For what you ſee is but the ſmalleſt part 
And leaſt proportion of humanity : 
I tell you, Madam, were the whole frame here, 
It is of ſuch a ſpacious lofty pitch, 
Your roof were not ſufficient to contain it. 
Count. This is a riddling merchant for the nonce. 
He will be here, and yet he is not here: 
How can theſe contrarieties agree ? 
Tal. That will I ſhew you preſently, | 
Winds his horn, drums ſtrike up, a peal of Ordnance. 
Enter Soldiers. 
How fay you, Madam ? are you now perſuaded 
That Talbot is but ſhadowvot himſelf? 
Theſe are his ſubſtance, ſinews, arms and ftrength, 
With which he yoaketh your rebellious necks, 
Razeth your cities and ſubverts your towns, 
And in a moment makes them deſolate. 
Count. Victorious Talbot, pardon my abuſe; 
I find thou art no leſs than fame hath bruited, 
And more than may be gather'd by thy ſhape. 
Let my preſumption not provoke thy wrath, 
For I am ſorry that with reverence 
I did not entertain thee as thou art. 
Tal. Re not diſmay'd, fair lady, nor miſconſtrue 
The mind of Talbot, as you did miſtake 
The outward compoſition of his body. 
What you have done hath not offended me: 
Not other ſatisfaction do | crave, 
But only with your patience that we may 
Taſte of your wine, and ſee what cates you have, 
For ſoldiers ſtomachs always ſerve them well. 
Count. With all my heart, and think me honoured 


To feaſt ſo great a warrior in my houſe. [ Exennt. 
B 2 SCENE + 
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SCENE V. 
Changes to London, in the Temple garden. 


Enter Richard Plantagenet, Warwick, Somerſer, 
Suffolk, and others. 


* 


Plan. Great lords and gentlemen, what means this 
filence ? | | 
Dare no man anſwer in a caſe of truth? 
Suf. Within the Temple-hall we were too loud, 
The garden here is more convenient. 
Plan. Then fay at once if I maintain'd the truth: 
Or elſe was wrangling Somerſet in th error? 
Suf. Faith I have been a truant in the law, 
I never yet could frame my will to it, 
And therefore frame the law. unto my will. 
Som. Judge you, my lord of Warwick, then be- 
tween us. | | 
tar. 3 two hawks, which flies the highet 
pitcn;; | 
Between two dogs, which hath»the deeper mouth; 
Between two blades, which bears the better temper ; 
Between two horſes, which doth. bear him beſt; 
Berween two girls, which hath the merrieſt eye, 
I have perhaps ſome ſhallow {pirit of judgment: 
But in theſe nice ſharp, quillets of the law, 
Good faith I am no wiſer than a daw. 
Plan. Tut, tut, here is a mannerly forbearance : 1 
The truth appears ſo naked on my ſide, 
That any pur- blind eye may find it out. 
Som. And on my fide it is ſo well apparell'd, 
So clear, ſo Thining, and ſo evident, 
That it will glimmer through a blind man's eye. 
Plan. Since you are tongue-ty'd, and fo loth to ſpea k, 
In dumb ſignificance proclaim your thoughts : 
And him that is a true-born gentleman, 
And ſtands upon the honour of his birth, 
If he ſuppoſe that I have pleaded truth, 
From off this briar pluck a white roſe with me. 
Sum. Let him that is no coward, and no flatterer, 
Bur dare maintain the party of the truth, | | 
Pluck 


. 


King HEN RT VI. 29 


Pluck a red roſe from off this thorn with me. 
Har. | love no coldurs; and without all colour 
Of baſe infinuating flattery, 
I pluck this white roſe with Plantagenet. 
- Suf. I pluck'this red roſe with young Somerſet, 
And fay withal I think he held the right. | 
Per. Stay, lords and gentlemen, and pluck no more, 
Till you conclude that he upon whoſe fide 
The feweſt roſes are crop'd from the tree, 
Shall yield the other in the right opinion. 
Som. Good maſter Vernon, it is well objected; 
If I have feweſt, I ſubſcribe in ſilence, 
Plan. And 1. 
Ver. Then for the truth and plainneſs of the caſe, 
I pluck this pale and maiden bloſſom here, 
Giving my verdi& on the white roſe fide. * 
Som. Well, well, come on, who elſe ? | 
Lawyer. Unleſs my ftudy and my books be falſe, 
The argument you held was wrong in you. 
| 1 {To Somerſet, 
In fign whereof I pluck a white roſe too. 
Plan. Now Somerſet, where is your argument? 
Som. Here is my Scabbard, meditating that 
Shall dye your white roſe to a bloody red: + 
Plan. Now by this maiden bloſſom in my hand, 


. the white roſe ſide. 
Som. Prick not your finger as you pluck it oft, 
Leſt bleeding you do paint the white roſe red, 
And fall on my fide ſo againſt your will. 
Ver. If I, my lord, for my opinion bleed, 
Opinion ſhall be ſurgeon to my hurt, 
And keep me on the fide where till I am. 
Som. Well, well, G &. 
+ n bloody red. 
Plan. Mean time your cheeks do counterfeit our roſes, 
For pale they look with fear, as witneſſing 
The truth on our fide. 
„Som. No, Plantagenet, 
Tis not for fear, but anger, that thy cheeks 


B. 3 Bruſh 
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I ſcorn thee and thy“ paſſion, peeviſh boy. 
Suf. Turn not thy ſcorns this way, Plantagenet. 
Plan. Proud Pool, I will, and ſcorn both him and thee. 
Suf. I'll turn my part thereof into thy throat. 
Som. Away, away, good William de la Pool; 
We grace the Yeoman by converſing with him. 
Har. Now by God's will thou wrong'ſt him, Samerſet. 
His grandfather was Lyonel Duke of Clarence, 
Third ſon to the third Edward King of England: 
Spring creſtleſs Yeomen from ſo deep a root? 
Plan. He bears him on the place's privilege, 
Or durſt not for his craven heart ſay thus. 
Som. By him that made me, I'll maintain my words 
On any plot of ground in Chriſtendom. 
Was not thy father, Richard Eatl of Cambridge, 
For treaſon headed in our late King's days? 
And by his treaſon ſtand'ſt not thou atrainted, 
Corrupted and exempt from antient gentry ? 
His treſpaſs yer lives guilty in thy blood, 
And till thou be reſtor'd, thou art a yeoman, 
Plan. My father was attached, not attainted, - 
Ccndemn'd to die for treaſon, but no traitor ; 
And that Il prove on better men than Somerſet, 
Were growing time once ripen'd to my will. 
For your paitaker Pool, and you your ſelf, 
I'Il note you in my book of memory, 
To ſcourge you for this 2pprehenſion ; 
Look to it well, and fay you are well warn'd, 
Som. Ah, thou ſhalt fir.d us ready tor thee ſtill; 
* faſhion. 


Bluſh for pure ſhame to counterfeit our Roſes, 
And yet thy tongue will not confeſs thy error. 

Plan. Hath not thy Roſe a canker, Somerſet ? 

Som. Hath not thy Roſe a thorn, Plantagenet ? 

Plan. Ay, ſharp and piercing to maintain his truth, 

Whiles thy conſuming canker eats his falſhood. 

Som. Well, I'll find friends to wear my bleeding Roſes, 
That ſhall maintain what I have faid is true, 
Where falſe Plantagenet dare not be ſeen. 

Plan. Now by this maiden— 


* And 
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And know us by theſe colours for thy foes: 

For theſe my friends in ſpig ht of thee ſhall wear. 
Plan. And by my ſoul, this pale and angry roſe 

As cognizance of my blood-drinking hate 

Will 1 {or ever and my faction wear, 

Until it wither with me to my grave, 

Or flouriſh to the height of my degree. | 
Suf. Go forward, and he choak'd with thy ambition 

And ſo farewel until I meer thee next. Exit. 
Som. Have with thee, Pool: farewel, ambitious 

Richard. 6 [Exit 
Plan. How I am brav'd, and muſt perforce en- 
dure it ! | 

War. This blot that they obje& againſt your houſe, 

Shall be wip'd out in the next parliament, . 

Call'd for the truce of Wincheſter and Glouceſter : 

And if thou be not then created York, 

I will not live to be-accounted Warwick. 

Mean time in ſignal of my love to thee, 

Againſt proud Somerſet and William Pool, 

Wilt I upon thy party wear this roſe. 

And here I propheſie; this brawl to-day, 

Grown to this faction, in the Temple-garden, 

Shall ſend between the red roſe and the white 

A thouſand ſouls to death and deadly night. * 


— — — * 


* death and deadly night. 3 85 
Play. Good maſter Vernon I am bound to you, 
That you on my behalf would pluck a flow'r. 
Fer. la your behalf ſtill will I wear the lame. 
Lawyer. And ſo will I. 
Plan. Thanks, gentle Sir. 
Come, let us four to dinner; I dare fay | 
This quarrel will driak blood another day. [ Execs. 
SCE NE — | 
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„SCENE VI. 
Enter Mortimer, brought in a chair, and jatlors. 


Mor. Kind keepers of my weak decaying age, 
Let dying Mortimer here reſt himſelf. 
Ev'n like a man new haled from the rack, 
So fare my limbs with long impriſonment: _ 
And theſe grey locks, the purſuivants of death; 
Neſtor- like aged in an age of care, 
Argue the end of Edmund Mortimer. 
Theſe eyes like lamps whoſe waſting oil is ſpent, 
Wax dim, as drawing to their exigent. 


Weak fhoulders over-born with burthening grief, 


And pithleſs arms, like to a wither'd vine 
That droops his ſupleſs branches to the ground: 
Yet are theſe feet whoſe ſtrengthleſs ſtay is numb, 
(Unable to ſuppore-this lump of clay) 
Swift-winged with deſire to get a grave, 
As witting Ino other comfort have. 
But tell me; keeper, will my nephew come? 
Keep. Richard Plautagenet, my lord, will come; 
We feat unto the Temple, to his chamber, 
And anſwer was return'd that he will come. 
Mor. Enough; my ſoul then ſhall be ſatisfy'd. 

Poor gentleman, his wrong doth equal mine. 
Since Henry Monmouth firſt began to reign, 
{Before whoſe glory I was great in arms,) 
This loathſom ſequeſtration have I had; 
And en fince then hath Richard been obſcur d, 
Depriv'd of honour and inheritance. 
But now the arbitrator of deſpairs, 

uſt death, kind umpire of men's miſeries, 
With ſweet enlargement doth diſmiſs me hence. 
I would his troubles likewiſe were expir'd, 
That ſo he might recover what was loſt, . 


Enter Richard Plantagener. 


Keep. My lord, your loving nephew now is come. 
Mer. Richard Plant agenet, my friend, is he come? 
Plan. I, noble uncle, thus ignobly us d, 
Your nephew, late deſpiſed Richard, comes. Fe 
or, 
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Mor. Direct mine arms, I may embrace his neck, 
And in his boſom ſpend my lateſt gaſp. 
Oh tell me when my lips do touch his cheeks, 
That I may kindly give one fainting kiſs. ; 
And now declare, ſweet ſtem from York's great ſtock, 
Why didſt thou ſay of late thou wert deſpis'd? 
Plan, Firſt lean thine aged back againſt mine arm, 
And in that eaſe I'll tell thee my diſpleaſure. 
This day, in argument upon a caſe, _ | 
Some words there grew 'twixt Somerſet and me: 
Amongſt which terms he us d his laviſh tongue, 
And did upbraid me with my father's death; 
Which obloquy ſer bars before my tongue, 
Elſe with the like I had requited him. 
Therefore, good uncle, for my father's fake, 
In honour of a true Plantagenet, 
And for alliance fake, declare the cauſe, 
My father Earl of Cambridge loſt his head. 
Mor. This cauſe, fair nephew, that impriſova'd me, 
And hath detain'd me all my flow'ring youth 
Within a loathſome dungeon there to pine, 
Was curſed inſtrument of his deceaſe. 
Plan. Diſcover more at large what cauſe that was; 
For I am ignorant and cannot gueſs. 
Mor. I will, if that my fading breath permit, 
And death approach not ere my tale be done. 
Henry the Fourth, gragdfather to this King, 
Depos'd his couſin Richard, Edward's ſon, 
The firſt begotren, and the lawful heir 
Of Edward King, the third of that deſcent. 
During whoſe reign the Piercies of the north, 
Finding his uſurpation moſt unjuſt, 
Endeavour'd my advancement to the throne. 
The reaſon mov'd theſe warlike lords to this, 
Was, for that young King Richard thus remov'd 
Leaving no heir begotten of his body. 
I was the next by birth and parentage : 
For by my mother I derived am 
From Lyonel Dake of Clarence, the third ſon 
To the Third Edward; whereas Bolingbroke 
from John of Gaunt doth bring his pedigree, | 
BS Being 
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Being but the fourth of that heroick line. 
But mark; as in this haughty great attempt 
They laboured to plant the rightful, heir, 

1 loſt my liberty, and they their lives. 

Long after this, when Henry the Fifth 

After his farher Bolingbroke did reign, 

Thy father, Earl of Cambridge, (then deriv'd 
From famous Edmund Langley Duke of York 
Marrying my ſiſter that thy mother was;) 
Again m pity of my hard diſtreſs 

Levied an army, weening to redeem 

And re-inſtal me in rhe diadem ; 

But as the reſt, fo fell that noble Earl, 

And was beheaded. Thus the Mortimers, 
Ia whom the title reſted, were ſuppreſt. 

Plan. Of which, my lord, your honour is the laR. 

Mor. True; and thou feſt that I no iſſue have, 
And that my fainting words do warrant death: 

Thou art my heir; the reſt I wiſh thee gather: 
But yet be wary in thy ſtudious care. 

Plan. Thy grave admoniſhments prevail with me: 
But yet methinks my father's execution 
Was nothing leſs than bloody tyranny. 

Mor. With filence, nephew, be thou politick : 
Strong fred is the houſe of Lancaſter, 

And like a mountain, not to be remov'd. 

But now thy uncle is removing hence, 

As Princes do' their courts when they are cloy'd 
With long continuance in a ſettled place. 

Plan. O uncle, would ſome part of my young years 
Might but redeem the paſſage of your age! 

Mor. Thou doſt then wrong me, as that ſlaughter doth 
Which giveth many wounds when one will kill. 
Mourn not, except thou ſorrow for my good; 

Only give order for my funeral. 
— 85 farewel; and fair be all thy hopes, 
And proſp'rous be thy life, in peace and war. [ Dies, 

Plan. And peace, no war, befal thy parting ſoul! 
In priſon haſt thou ſpent a pilgrimage, 
And like a hermit over- paſt thy days. 
Well, I will lock his council in my xeaſt, 
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And what I do imagine let that reſt. 
Keepers convey him hence, and I my (elf 
Will ſee his burial better than his life. 
Here dies the dusky torch of Mortimer, 
Choak'd with ambition of the meaner ſort, 
And for thoſe wrongs, thoſe bitter injuries 
Which Somerſet hath offer'd to my houſe, 
I doubt not but with honour to redreſs. 
And therefore haſte I to the Parliament ; 
Either to be reſtored to my blood, 2H | 
Or make my will th' advantage of my good. Exit. 


— 


ACT mei 
The Parliament. 


Flouriſh. Enter King Henry, Exeter, Glouceſter, Win- 
cheſter, Warwiek, Somerſet, Suffolk, and Richard 
Plantagenet. Glouceſter offers to put up à bill: Win- 
cheſter ſnatches it, and tears it. 


WINCHESTER. 


Om'ſt thou with deep premeditated lines, 
With written pamphlet ſtudiouſly devis'd F 

Humphry of Glo ſter, if thou can'ſt accuſe 
Or ought intend'ſt to lay unto my charge, 2 
Do it without invention ſuddenly : 
As I with ſudden and extemporal ſpeech 
Purpoſe to anſwer what thou canſt object. ; 

Glou. Preſum ptuous Prieſt, this place commands my 

patience, | 
Or thou ſhould'ſt find thou haſt diſhonour'd me. 
Think not, altho-in writing I prefer'd 
The manner of thy vile outragious crimes, 
Thar therefore I have forg'd, or am not able 
Verbatim to rehearſe the method of my pen. 
No, Prelate, ſuch is thy audacious wickedneſs, 
Thy lead, peſtif rous, and difſentious pranks, 
The very infants prattle of thy pride, 
Thou art a moſt pernicious uſurer, 
Froward by nature, enemy to peace, 
Laſcivious, 
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Laſcivious, wanton, more than well beſee ms 
A man of thy profeſſion and degree. 
Afd for thy treach'ry what's more manifeſt ? 


la that thou laid'ſt a trap to take my life, 


As well at Lenden- Bridge, as at the Tower. 
Beſide, I fear me, if thy thoughts were fifted, 
The King thy Sovereign is not quite exempt 
From envious malice of thy ſwelling heart. 
Win. Gloſter J do defie thee. Lords, vouchſafe 
To give me hearing what I ſhall 5 
It I were cavetous, perverſe, ambitious, 
As he would have me; how am I fo poor? 
How haps it then I ſeek not to advance 
Or raiſe myſelf? but keep my wonted calling. 
And for d iſſenſion, who preferreth peace 
More than 1 do? except I be provok'd. 
No, my good lords, it is not that offends, 
It is not that which hath incens'd the Duke; 
It is becauſe no one ſhould ſway but he; 
No one but he ſhould be about the King; 
And that engenders thunder in his breaſt, 
And makes him roar theſe accuſations forth. 
But he ſhall know I am as god 
Glon. As good? 
Thou baſtard of my grandfather. 
Win. Ay, lordly Sir; for what are you, I pray, 
Burt one imperious in another's throne? 
Glow. Am not 1 then protector, ſaucy prieſt ? 
Win. And am not I a prelate of the church? 
Glow. Yes, as an out-law in a caſtle keeps, 
And uſerh it to patronage his theft. 
Win. Unrev'rend Glo fer. 
Glou. Thou art reverend 
Touching thy ſpiritual function, not thy life. 
in This Rome ſhall remedy. | 
Mar. Go thither then. ; 
My lord it were your duty to forbear. 
Som. Ay, ſee the biſhop be not over - born: 
Methinks my lord ſhould be religious, 
Knud know the office thar belongs ro ſuch. 


Har. Me hinks bis lordſhip ſhould be Oe. 
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It fitteth not a prelate ſo to plead. 
Som. Yes, when his holy ſtate is touch'd fo near. 
War. State holy or unhallow'd, what of that? 
Is not his Grace Protector to the King? 
Rich. Plantagenet I ſee muſt hold his tongue, 
Leſt it be ſaid, « Speak firrah when you ſhould, 
* Muſt your bold verdi& enter talk with lords? 
Elſe would I have a fling at Wincheſter. 
K. Henry. Uncles of Glofler and of Wincheſter, 
The ſpecial watchmen of our Engliſh weal ; 
I would prevail, if prayers might prevail, 
To join your hearts in love and amity. 
Oh what a ſcandal is it to our crown, 
That two ſuch noble peers as ye ſhould jar? 
Believe me, lords, my tender years can tell 
Civil diſſenſion is a vip'rous worm, 
That gnaws the bowels of the common- wealth. 
[ 4 noiſe within; Down with the taway coats. 
K. Henry. What tumult's this? 
War. An uproar, I dare warrant, 
Begun thro' malice of the biſhop's men. | 
[ 4 noiſe again, Stones, Stones. 


SCENE II. 
Enter Mayor. 
Mayor. Oh my goed lords, and virtuous Henry, 

Pity the city London, pity us, 
The Biſhop and the Duke of Gloſter's men, 
Forbidden late to carry any weapon, 
Have fi'Fd their pockets full of pebble ſtones; 
And _—_ themſelves in contrary parts, 
Do pelt ſo faſt at one anotker's pates, 
That many have their giddy brains knock'd out: 
Our windows are broke down in ev'ry ſtreet, 
And we for fear compell'd to ſhut our ſhops. 


Enter in skirmiſh with bloody pates, 
K. Henry. We charge you on allegiance to our ſelves, 
To hold your ſlaught'ring hands and keep the peice: 
Pray uncle Gloſter mitigate this ſtrife. 


Serv. Nay, if we be forbidden ſtones; we'll fall to ir 
with our teeth. 2 Serv. 
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2 Serve. Do what ye dare, we are as reſolute. : 
[Skirmiſh again. 
Glow. You of my houſhold leave this peeviſh broil, 
And ſet this vnaccuſtom'd fight aſide. 
3 Serv. My lord, we know your grace to be a man 
E and upright; and for your royal birth - 
nferior to none but to his Majeſty : 
And ere that we will ſuffer ſuch a Prince, 
So kind a father of the common-weal, 
To be diſgraced by an Inkhorn mate, 
We and our wives and children all will fight, 
And have our bodies flaughter'd by thy foes. 
1 Serv. Ay and the very parir gs of our nails, = 
Sha'l pitch a field when we are dead. [ Begin again, 
Glow. Stay, ſtay I fay, 
And if you love me as you fay you do, 
Let me perſuade you to forbear a while. 
K. Henry. O how this diſcord doih afflit my ſou! ? 
Can you, my lord of Wincheſter, behold | 
My ſighs and tears, and will not once relent ? 
Who ſhould be pitiful, if you be not? 
Or who ſhould fludy to prefer a peace, 
If holy churchmen take delight in broils ? 
War. My lord Protector yieid: yie'd Wincheſter ; 
Except you mean with obſtinate repulſe 
To ſlay your Sovereign and deſtroy rhe realm, 
You fee what miſchief and what murther too 
Hath been enacted thro' your enmity : 
Then be at peace, except ye thirſt for blood. 
Win. He ſball ſubmit, or I will never yield. 
Glow. Compaſſiom on the King commands me ſteop, 
Or J would ſee his heart out, ere the prieſt 
Should ever get that privilege of me. | 
Mar. Beho'd, my lord of Wincheſter, the Duke 
Hath baniſh'd moody diſcontented fury. | 
And-by his ſmother'd brows it doth appear. 
Why look you ſtill fo ſtern and tragical ? | 
Glou. Here Mincheſter, I offer thee my hand. 
K. Henry. Fie, uncle Beauford: I have heard you 
preach, d | 
That malice was a great and grievous fin: 


And 
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And will not you maintain the thing you teach, 
But prove a chief offender in the ſame? 

War. Sweet King ! the biſhop hath a kindly gird: 
For ſhame my lord of Vincheſter relent ; 
What, ſhall a child inſtru you what to do? 

Win. Well Duke of Glofter I will yield to thee, 
Love for thy love, and hand for band I give. 

Glow. Ay, but, I fear me, with a hollow heart. 
See here my friends and loving countrymen, 
This token ſerveth for a flag of truce 
Betwixt our ſelves and all our followers: 
So help me God as I diſſemble nor. 

Win. ¶ Aſide.] So help me God as I intend it not. 

K. Henry. O loving uncle, gentle Duke of Gloſter, 
How joyful am I made by this contract | 
Away my maſters, trouble us no more, 
But join in frizndſhip as your lords have done. 

1 Serv, Content. Ill to the ſurgeon's. 

2 Serv. So will I. | 

3 :erv. And I'll ſee what phyſick the tavern affords, 


[ Exennt. 
SCENE III. 


War. Accept this ſcrowl,. moſt gracious Sovereign, 
Which in the right of Richard Plantagenet 
We do exhibit to your Majeſty. 
Glou. Well urg'd, my lord of Warwick : For, ſweet 
Prince, | | | 
And if your Grace mark ev'ry circumſtance, 
You have great reaſon to do Richard right; 
Eſpecially for thoſe occaſions 
At Eltham place I told your Majeſty. | 
K. Henry. And thoſe occaſions, uncle, were of 
force: 
Therefore my loving lords our pleaſure is, 
That Richard be reſtored to his blood. 
Mar. Let Richard be reſtored to his blood. 
So ſhall his father's. wrongs be recompens d. 
Win. As will the reſt, ſo willeth Wincheſter. 
K. Henry. If Richard will be true, not that alone, 
But all the whole inheritance I give | 
That doth belong unto the houſe of York, 


* 


From 
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From whence you ſpring by lineal deſcent. 


Rich. Thy humble Servant vows obedier ce 
And faithful ſervice till the point of death. 
9 Stoop then, and ſet your knee againſt my 

oor. 

And in reguerdon of that duty done, 
I gird thee with the valiant ſword of York. 
| Riſe, Richard, like a true Plantagenet, 
And riſe created Princely Duke of York. 

Rich. And fo thrive, Richard, as thy Foes may fall. 
And as my duty ſprings, ſo periſh they 
That grudge one thought againſt your Majeſty. 

All. Welcome, high Prince, the mighty Duke of 

York. | 


Som. Periſh, baſe Prince, ignoble Duke of York. 
22 


Glow. Now will it beſt avail your Majeſty 
To croſs the ſeas, and to be crown'd in France: 
The preſence of a King engenders love 
Amongſt his ſubjects and his loyal friends, 
As it diſanimates his enemies. | 
K. Henry. When Gloſter ſays the werd, King Henry 
oes; | 
For triendly counſel cuts off many foes. 


Glou. Your ſhips already are in readineſs. 
. Exeunt 


Manet Exeter. 


Exe. Ay, we may march in England or in France, 
Not ſeeing what is likely to enſue; Ve 
This late diſſenſion grown betw¾ixt the peers. 
Burns under feigned aſhes of forg'd love, 
And will at laſt break out into a flame. 
As feſter'd members rot but by degrees, 
Till bones and fleſh and finews fall away; 4 
So will this baſe and envious diſcord breed. 
And now I fear that fatal prophecy, 
Which in the time of Henry nam'd the Fifth 
Was in the mouth of ev'ry ſueking babe; 
That Henry born at Monmouth ſhould win al,, 
And Henry born at Windſor ſhould loſe all: DONE 
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Which is ſo plain, that Exeter doth wiſh 
His days may finiſh ere that hapleſs time. Exit. 


SCENE IV. 


Changes to Roan in France. 


Euter Jean la Pucelle di/guis'd, and four Soldiers with 
ſacks upon their backs. | 


Pucel. Theſe are the city gates, the gates of Roan, 

Thro' which our policy muſt make a breach. 

Take heed, be wary how you place your words, 

Talk like the vulgar ſort of market-men 

That come to gather money for their corn. 

If we have entrance, as I hope we ſhall, 

And that we find the ſlothful watch but weak, 

I'll by a ſign give notice to our friends, 

That Charles the Dauphin may encounter them. 

Sol. Our facks- be a mean to {ack the city, 

And we be lords and rulers oyer Roan, | 

Therefore we'll knock. [Enocks, 
Watch. Oui va la? 

Pucel. Paiſans pauvres gens de France. 

Poor market folks that come to ſell their corn. . 
Hatch. Enter, go in, the market - bell is rung. 
Pucel. Now Roan I'll ſhake thy bul war ks to the ground. 

[ Exennt. 


Enter Dauphin, Baſtard, and Alanſon. 


Dau. St. Dennis bleſs this happy ſtratagem, 
And once again we'll ſleep ſecure in Roan. 

Baſt. Here enter'd Pucelle and her practiſants: 
Now ſhe is there, how will ſhe ſpecific 
Where is the beſt and ſafeſt paſſage in? 

Reig. By thruſting out a torch from yonder tower, 
Which once diſcern'd, ſhews that*her meaning is 
No way to that (for weakneſs) which ſhe enter'd. 


Enter Joan la Pucelle on the top, thruſting out a torch- 


burning. 


Pacel. Behold this is the happy wedding-torch, 
pp 8 Chat 


- 
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That joineth Roan unto her countrymen, 
But burning fatal to the Talbonites. 

Baſt. See noble Charles the beacon of our friend, 
The buraing torch in yonder turret ſtands. 

Dau. Now ſhines it like a comet of revenge, 
A prophet to the fall of all our foes. 
Reig. Defer no time, delays have dangerous ends, 
Enter and cry, The Dauphin, preſently, 


And then do execution on the watch. 
[An alarm, Talbot in an excurſion. 


Tat. France, thou ſhalt rue this treaſon with thy tears. 
If Talbot but ſurvive thy tieachery 
Puce/le, that witch, that damned ſorcereſs, 
Hath wrought this heiliſh miſchief unawares, 
That hardly we eſcap'd the pride of France. [ Exit. 


SCENE V. 


An alarm: Excurſions. Bedford brought in ſick in a 
chair. Enter Talbot and Burgundy without; within 
Joan la Pucelle, Dauphin, Baſard, and Reignier on 

the walls, 


Pucel. Good-morrow gailants, want ye corn for 
bread ? | | 
I think the Duke of Burgundy will faſt, 
Before he'll buy again at ſuch a rate. 
_ *Twas tull of darnel; do you like the taſte; 

Burg. Scoff on, vile fiend and ſhameleſs curtizan: 

I truſt ere long to choak thee with thine own, 2 
And make thee curſc the harveſt of that corn. 

Dau. Your grace muſt ſtarve perhaps before that 

time. 

Bed Oh let not words but deeds revenge this treaſon 

Pucel. What will you do, good grey-beard ? break a 

Jance, | 
And run a tilt at death within a chair ? 

Tal. Foul fiend of France and hag of all deſpight, 
Incompals'd with thy luſtful paramours, 
Becomes it thee to taunt his valiaut age, 
And twit with cowardiſe a man halt dead? 
Damſel, IIl have a bout with you again, 
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Or elſe let Talbot periſh with this ſhame. 
Pucel. Are you fo hot? yet Pucelle hold thy peace, 
If Talbot do but thunder, rain will follow. 
| [ They whiſper together in counſel. 
Ged ſpeed the parliament ; who ſhall be the ſpeaker ? 
Tal. Dare ye come forth, and meet us in the field? 
Pucel. Belike your lordſhip takes us then for fools, 
To try if that our own be ours or no. 
Tal. I ſpeak not to that railing Hecate, 
But unto thee, Alanſon, and the reſt. 
Will ye like foldiers come and fight it out ? 
Alan. Seignior no. | 
Tal. Seignior hang: baſe muleteers of France, 
Like peaſant foot-boys do they keep the walls, 
And dare not take up arms Itke gentlemen. 
Pucel. Captains away, let's get us from the walls, 
For Talbot means no goodneſs by his looks. 
God be wi'you, my lord: we came, Sir, but to tell you 
That we arc here. [ Exeune from the walls. 
Tal. And there will we be too ere it be long, 
Or elſe reproach be Talbot's greateſt fame. 
Vow Burgundy, by honour of thy houſe, 
Prick'd on by publick wrongs ſuſtain'd in France, 
Either to get the town again or die. 
And I as ſure as Engliſh Henry lives, 
And as his father here was conqueror, 
As ſure as in this late betrayed town hy 
Great Cœurdelion's heart was buried, 
So ſure I ſwear to get the town or die, 
Burg. My vows are equal partners with thy yows, 
Tal. But ere we go, regard this dying Prince, 
The valiant Duke of Bedford: come, my lord, 
We will beſtow you in ſome better place, 
Fitter for ſickneſs and for crazy age. 
Bed. Lord Talbot do not ſo diſhonour me: 
Here I will fit before the walls of Roan, 
And will be partner of your weal and woe. 
Burg. Couragious Bedford, let us now perſuade you. 
Bed. Not to be gone from hence: for once I read, 
Thar ſtout Pendragon in his litter ſick 


Came to the field and vanquiſhed his foes, 
| Methink® 
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Methinks I ſhould revive the ſoldiers hearts, 
Becauſe I ever found them as myſelf. 

Tal. Undaunted ſpirit in a dying breaſt! 
Then be it ſo: heav'ns keep old Bedford ſafe. 
And now no more ado; brave Burgundy, 

But gather we our forces out of hand, 


And ſet upon our boaſtingenemy. [Exit. 
An alarm : excurſions: * Enter Sir John Falſtaff, and 
a captain, 


2 Whither away, Sir Fobn Falſtaff, in fuch haſte * 
Fal. Whither away? to ſave myſelf by flight. 
We are like to have the overthrow again. 
Cap. What! will you fly and leave lord Talbot ? 
Fal. Ay, all the Talbots in the world to fave 15 life. 
xit. 
Cap. Cowardly Knight, ill fortune follow thee. [ Exit. 


Retreat: excurſions. — celle, Alanſon, and Dau- 
a 7 . 4 
Bed. Now quiet ſoul depart when heay'n ſhall pleaſe? 
For I have ſeen our enemies overthrow. 

- What is the truſt or ſtrength of fooliſh man? 
They that of late were daring with their ſcoffs, 


Are glad and fain by flight to ſave themſelves. | 
[ Dies and is carried off in his chair 


SCENE VI. | 
An alarm: Enter Talbot, Burgundy, and the reſt. 


Tal. Loft and recover'd in a day again, 
This is a double honour, Burgundy; - 
Yet heav'ns have glory for this victory. 

Burg. Warlike and martial Talbot, Burgundy 
Inſhrines thee in his heart, and there erects 
Thy noble deeds as valour's monuments. 


Tal. 


* Falſtaff is here introduced again, who was dead in 
Henry the Fifth, Af 2. Scene 3; the occaſion whereof is, 
that this Play was written by Shakeſpear before Hen. 4. or 
Hen. 5. See the laſt lines of Hen. 5. 
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Tal. Thanks, gentle Duke; but where is Pucelle 
now ? | 
I think her old familiar is aſleep. 
Now where's the baſtard's braves, and Charles his 
* glikes? 
What, all a-mort ? Roan hangs her head for grief, 
That ſuch a valiant company are fled. 
Now we will take ſome order in the town, 
Placing therein ſome expert officers, 
And then.depart to Paris to the King, 
For there young Henry with his nobles lies. 
Burg. What wills lord Talbot, pleaſeth Burgundy. 
Tal. But yet before we go let's not forget 
The noble Duke of Bedford, late deceas'd, 
But ſee his exequies fulhil'd in Roan. 
A braver ſoldier never couched launce, 
A gentler heart did never ſway in court. 
But Kings and mightieft Potentates muſt die, 
For that's the end of human miſery, [Exennt., 


SCENE VII. 
Enter Dauphin, Baſtard, Alanſon, and Joan la Pucelle. 


Pucel. Diſmay not, Princes, at this accident, 
Nor grieve that Roan is ſo recovered. 
Care is no cure, but rather corroſive, 
For things that are not to be remedy d. 
Let frantiok Talbot triumph for a while, 
And like a Peacock ſweep along his tail, 
We'll pull his plumes and take away his train, 
If Dauphin and the reſt will be but ruld. 
Dau. We have been guided by thee hitherto, 
And of thy cunning had no diffidence. 
One ſudden foi] ſhall never breed. diſtruſt. 
Baſt. Search out thy wit for ſecret policies, 
Ard we will make thee famoug through the world, 
Alan. Well ſet thy ſtatue in ſome holy place, 
And have thee reverenc'd like a bleſſed Saint. 
Employ thee then, ſweet virgin, for our good. 
Pucel. Then thus ir muſt be, this doth Foxx deviſe: 
By fair perſuaſions mixt with ſugar'd words, 


* glikes or ſeoffs 


We 
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We will entice the Duke of Burgundy 
To leave the Talbot, and to follow us. 
Dau. Ay marry ſweeting if we could do that. 
France were no place for Henry's warriors ; 
Nor ſhall that nation boaſt it ſo with us, 
Bur be extirped from our provinces. 
Alan. For ever ſhould they be expuls'd from France, 
And nor have title of an Earldom here. | 
Pucel. Your honours ſhall perceive how I will work, 
To bring this matter to the wiſhed end. 
wo [ [Drum beats afar off. 
Hark, by the ſound of drum you may perceive 
Their powers are marching unto Paris ward; 
Here beat an Engliſh march. 
There goes the Talbot with his colours ſpread, _ 
And all the troops of Engliſh after him. [French march. 
Now in the rereward comes the Duke and his: 
Fortune in favour makes him lag behind. 
Summon a parley, we will talk with him. 
[ [Trumpets ſound a parley. 
SCENE VIII. 
Enter the Duke of Burgundy marching. 


Dau. A parley with the Duke of Burgundy. 
Burg. Who craves a parley with the Burgundy ? 
Pucel. The Princely Charles of France, thy country- 
man. | 
Burg. What ſay'ſt thou, Charles? for I am march- 
ing hence. 
Das. Speak Pucelle, and enchant him with thy words. 
Pucel. Brave Burgundy, undoubted hope of France, 
Stay, let thy humble hand-maid ſpeak to thee. 
urg. Speak on, but be not over-tedious. 
Pucel. Look on thy country, look on fertile France, 
And ſee the cities and the towns defac'd 
By waſting ruin of the cruel foe. 
| As looks the mother on her lowly babe, 
1 When death doth cloſe his tender dying eyes; 
See, ſee the pining malady of France, 
Behold the wounds, the moſt unnat'ral wounds, 
Which thou thy ſelf haſt givin her woful breaft. 


Oh 


2 
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Oh turn thy edged ſword another way, 

Strike thoſe that hurt, and hurt not thoſe that help: 
One drop of blood drawn from thy country's boſom 
Should,grieve thee more than ſtreams of common gore; 
Return thee therefore with a flood of tears, 

And waſh away thy country's ſtained ſpots. 
Burg. Either ſhe hath bewirch'd me with her words; 
Or nature makes me ſuddenly relent. 1 

Pucel. Beſides, all French and France exclaim on thee, 
Doubring thy birth and lawful progeny. 2 
Whom join'ſt thou with, but with a lordly nation 
That will not truſt thee but for profit's ſake? 
When Talbot hath ſet footing once in France, 

And faſhion'd thee that inſtrument of ill; 

Who then but Engliſh Henry will be lord, 

And thou be thrutt out like a fugitive? | 

Cill we to mind and mark but this for proof; 
Was not the Duke of Orleans thy ' foe ? 

And was not he in England priſoner ? 

But when they heard he was thine enemy, 

They ſet him free without his ranſom paid, 

In ſpight of Burgundy and all his friends. 

See then thou fight ſt againſt thy country-men, 
And join'ft with them will be thy ſlaughter- men. 
Come come, return, return, thou wand' ring lord, 
Charles and the reſt will take thee in their arms. N 

Burg. I'm vanquiſhed. Theſe haughty words of hers 
Have batter'd me like roaring cannon-ſhot, 
And made me almoſt yield upon my knees. 
Forgive me, country and ſweet country-men 
And lords accept this hearty kind embrace, 
My forces and my pow'r of men are yours. 
So farewel Talbot, I'Il no longer truſt thee. 

Piel. Done like a Freichman: turn, and turn again. 

Dau. Welcome brave Duke, thy friendſhip makes 

us freſh. 

Baſt. And doth beget new courage in our breaſts. 

Alan. Pucelle hath bravely play d her part in this, 
And doth deſerve a coronet -; gold. 

Das. Now let us on, my lords, and join our powers, 
And ſeek how we may prejudice the foc. | Exennt. 

| SCENE 
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SCENE IX. 
PARIS. 


Enter King Henry, Glouceſter, Wincheſter, York, 


Suffolk, Somerſer, Warwick, Exeter: To them Talbot 
with his Soldiers. = 
Tal, My gracious Prince and honourable peers, 
Hearing-of your arrival in this realm, 
I have a while giv'n truce unto my wars, 
To do my duty ro my Sovereign, 
In fign whereof, this arm that hath reclaimd 
To your obedience fifty fortreſſes, 
Twelve cities, and ſev'n walled towns of ſtrength, 
Beſide five hundred priſoners of eſteem ; 
Lets fall the ſword before your highnelſs' feet; 
And with: ſubmiſlive loyalty of heart 
Aſcribes the glory of his conqueſt got, 
Firſt to my God, and next unto your grace. 
Kk. Henry. Is this the fam d lord Talbot, uncle Gloſter, 
That hath fo long been reſident in France ? 
Glow. Yes, if it pleaſe your Majeſty; my Liege. 


K. Henyy. Welcome brave captain and victorious lord. 


When I was young (as yet I am not old) 

I do remember how my father ſaid, , 

A ſtouter champion never handled ſword. 
Long fince we were reſolved of your truth, 
Your faithful ſervice and your toil in war, 
Yet never have you taſted our reward, 

Or been reguerdon'd with ſo much as thanks, 
Becauſe till now we never ſaw your face: 
Therefore ſtand up, and for theſe goad deſerts, 
We here create you Earl of Shrewsbury, 
And in our coronation take your place. 


Manent Vernon and Baſlet. 


Per. Now, Sir, to you that were ſo hot at ſea, 
* —. of theſe colours that I wear 
In honour of my noble lord of York; 


Dar'ſt thou maintain the former words thou ſpak'ſt? 
2 | Baf. 


[Extunt. 


Kim H BNA y. M. 


Baſ. Yes, Sir; as well as you dare patronage- 
The envious barking of your ſawcy tongue 
Againſt the Duke of Somierſer. 

Ver. Sirrah, thy lord I honour as he is. 
Baſ. Why what is he? as good a man as York. 
Ver. Hark ye; not fo; in witneſs take, you that. 
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[Strikes hits. 


Baſ. Villain, thou know'ſt. the layy of arms is ſuch, , 

That whoſo. draws a ſword is preſent death, 
Or elſe this blow ſhould broach thy deareſt blood. 
But I'll unto his Majeſty, and crave 
I may have liberty to venge this wrong, 
When thou ſhalt ſee Ill meer thee to thy coſt. 

Ver. Well, miſcreant, I'll be there as ſoon as you. 
And after meet you ſooner than you would.  '[Exennt. 


ES — UE 3 TALENT I 
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ACT IV. SCENE f. 
PARIS. ; 


Euter King Henry, Glouceſter, Wincheſter, York, Suf- 
folk, Somerſet, Warwick, Talbot, A and Gover- 
nor of Paris. 


Gros rn. 


Ord Biſhop, ſet the crown upon his head. 
Win. God fave King Henry, of that name the 
Sixth 
Glow. Now governor of Paris take your at 
That you elect no other King but him; 
Eſteem none friends, but ſuch as are his friends. 
And none your foes, but ſuch as ſhall pretend | 
Malicious practices againſt his ſtate, ;. # 
This ſhall ye do, ſo help you righteous God. 
＋ Enter Falſtaff. | 
Ful. My gracious Sovereign, as I rode from Calls, 
To haſte unto your coronation, 
A letter was deliver'd to my hands, 
Writ to your grace from ih Dake of Burgundy. 


+ See the note vn the fifrh Scene of Act 3. | 
'c : Tal. 
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Tal. Shame to the Duke A and thee: 
I vow'd, baſe Knight, when 1 did meet thee next, 
To tear the garter from thy craven's leg, 

Which I have done; becauſe unworthily- 

Thou waſt inſtalled in that high degree. 

Pardon, my Princely Henry, and the reſt: 

This daſtard, at de battle of Poictiers, An 

When but in all I was fix thouſand ſtrong. 

And that the French were almoſt ten to one; [a9 

Before we met, or that a ſtroke was given, 

Like to a truſty '{quire did run away. 

In which aſſault we loſt twelve hundred men, 

My ſelf and divers gentlemen beſidle 

Were there ſurpriz'd and taken 5 N HALF 

Then judge, great lords, if I have done amiſs; -. 

Or whether that. ſuch cowards oughtto wear 

This ornament of knighthood, yea or no? ; 
Glow. To ſay the truth, this fact was infamous, 

And ill beſeeming any common man; 

Much more a Knight, a captain, and a leader. 

Tal. When firſt this order was ordain'd, my lords, 
Knights of the garter were of noble birth, -45 
Valiant and virtuous, full of haughry courage, 
Such as were grown to credit by the wars; 
Not fearing death, nor ſhrinking for diſtreſs, 
But always reſolute in moſt exrreams. . + 
He then that is not furniſh'd in this fort, 
Doth bur uſurp the ſacred name of Knight, 
Prophaning this moſt honourable order; EUs 
And ſhould, if I were-werthy to be judge, Wy 
Be quite degraded, like a hedge-born {wain  _— . 
That doth preſume to boaſt of gentle blood. 

K. Henry. Stain to thy countrymen, thou hear'ſt thy 


doom, | 88 
Be packing therefore thou that was t a Knight; 
Heuceforth we baniſh thee on pain of deata. 
2/87 Exit Falſtafh 
And now, my lord Protector, view the letter 
Sent from our uncle Dake of Burgund). 


4 


* 

* 4 * 1 
lou. 
. = 


by 


LOW, 
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ſtile? 
No more but plain and blundly, To the King. | [Reading. 
Hath he forgot he is his Sovereign? ' 
Or doth this churliſh ſuperſeription 
Portend ſome alteration in good will? = 
What's here? Ihave upon e Gal cauſe, (rs 


Mov'd with compaſſion of my country's wrack, + 


Together with the pitiful complaints | 4 * 


Of ſuch as your oppreſſion ds upon, % | 


Forſaken your ernicions faction, 


51 
Glow. What means his grace, that he' hath chang d bis 


And join d with Charles the rightful Nr of We 221g 


O monſtrous treachery ! can this be ſo? 


That in alliance, amity, and oaths, 


There ſhould be found ſuch falſe diſembling quile ? 77 


K. Henry. What ! doth my uncle Burgundy revolt? 
Glow. e doth, my lord, and is become our foe. 

K. Henry. Is that the worſt this letter doth contain ? 
Glow. It is the worſt, and all, my lord, he writes. 


K. Henry. Why then lord Talbot there ſhall talk with 


him, 
And give him chaſliſement for this abuſe. 
My lord, how fay you, are you not content? 


Tal. Content, my Lage? yes: but that I'm 1 pre- 
vented, - 


I ſhould have begg'd I might have been employ'd. * 


K. Henry. Then gather enge. and march unto 
him ſtrait : 


Let him perceive how ill we brook his treaſon, 
And what offence it is to flout his friends. 

Tal. I go, my lord, in heart deſiring ſtill 
You may behold confuſion of your foes. L. Tatbot. 


SCENE II. 
Enter Vernon and Baſſet. 


Ver. Grant me the combat, gracious Sovereign. 

Baſ. And me my lord, grant me the combat too. 

York, This is my ſervant, hear him noble Prince. 

Som. And this is mine, ſweet Henry favour him. 

K. 2 patient, lords, and give them leave to 
pea 


»Y Say 


* 
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Say gentlemen, what makes you thus exclaim ? { 
And wherefore crave you combat? or with whom ? 
Ver. With him, my lord, for he hath done me wrong. 
Baſ. And I with bim, for he hath done me _— | 
K. Henry. What is the wrong whereon you both 
complain? E 7 V 
Firſt let ine know;and then Pllanſwer you. 
Baſ. Croſſing the ſea from England into France, 
This fellow here with ſharp and carping tongue 
Upbraided me about the roſe I wear ; 
Saying the ſanguine colour of the leaves 
Did repreſent my maſter's bluſhing cheeks; 
When ſtubbornly he did repugn the truth 
About a certain queſtion in the law, 
Argu'd betwixt the Duke of York and him; 
With other vile and ignominious terms, 
In confutation of which rude reproach, 
And in defence of my lord's worthineſs, 
I crave the benefit of law of arms. 
Ver. And that is my petition, noble lord ; 
For though he ſeem with forged quaint conceit 
To ſet a gloſs upon his bold intent, 
Yet know, my lord, I was provok'd by him, 
And he firſt rook exceptions at this badge, 
Pronouneing that the paleneſs of this flow'r 
Bewray'd the faintneſs of my maſter's heart. 
York. Will not this malice, Somerſet, be left? 
Som. Your private grudge, my lord of York, will out, 
Though-ne'er ſo cunningly you ſmother it. 
K. Henry. Good lord! what madneſs rules in brain- 
ſick men | 
When for {> light and frivolous a cauſe 
Such faQtious emulations ſhall ariſe! 


J Good coufitis both of York and Somerſet, 

0 Quiet your ſelves and be again at peace. 

$ ork, Let this diſſenſion firſt be try'd by fight, 
f And then your highneſs ſhall command a peace. 


Som, The quarrel toucheth none but us alone, 
Betwist our felves let us decide it then. 
Por. There is my pledge, accept it Somer/er. 
Ver. Nay, let it reſt where it begenat firſt, 
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Baſ. Confirm it ſo, mine honourable lord. 
Glow. Confirm it ſo? confounded be your ſtrife, 
And periſh ye with your audacious prate; 
Preſumptuous vaſſals, are you not aſham'd 
With this immodeſt clamorous outrage 
To trouble and diſturb the King and us? 
And you, my lords, methirtks you do not well 
To bear with their perverſe objection : 
Much leſs to take occaſion from their mouths 
To raiſe a mutiny betwixt your ſelves: -- 
Let me perſuade you take a better courſe. | 
Exe. It grieves his highneſs: good my lords, be 
friends. 6 4781 enn 
K. Henfy. Come hither you that would be comba- 
tants: | 
Henceforth 1 charge you, as you love our favour, 
Quite to forget this quarrel and the cauſe; | 
And you, my lords, remember where we are, 
In France, amongſt a fickle wavering nation: 
If they perceive diſſenſion in our looks, 
And that within our ſelves we diſagree, 
How will their grudging ſtomachs be proyok'd _ 
To wilful diſobedience, and rebel ? | 
Beſide, what infamy will there ariſe, 
When foreign Princes ſhall be certify d, 
That for a toy, a thing of no regard, 
King Henry's peers and chief nobility 1 | 
Deftroy'd thetnſelves, and loft the realm of France? 
O think upon the conqueſt of my father, 1 
My tender years, and let us not forego 
That for a trifle, which was bought with bloed. 
Let me be umpire in this doubtful ſtrife: _ 
I fee no reaſon, if I wear this roſe, 5 
That any one ſhould: therefore be ſuſpicious _ 
I more encline to Somerſet than York : 
Both are my kinſmen, and 1 love them bot. 
As well they may upbraid me with my crowa, _ - & 
Becauſe, forfooth, the King of Scots is crown d. 
But your diſcretions better can perſuade, 4 
Than I am- able to inſtruct or teach; 
And therefore as we hit 3 in peace. 
3 | 
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So let us ſtill continue peace and love. 
Couſin of York, we inſtitute your grace 
To be our Regent in theſe parts of France : 
And good my lard of Somerſet, unite | 
Your. troops of horſemen with his bands of foot; 
And like true ſubjects, ſons of your progenitors, 
Go chearfully together, and digeſt _ 
Your angry choler en your- enemies. 
Our ſelf, my lord Protector, and the reſt, 
After ſome reſpite will return ro Cala; 
From thence to England, where I hope ere long, 
To be preſeated by your victories, - 
With Charles, Alenſon, and that trait'rous rout. 
[ Exennt, 


Manent York, Warwick, Exeter, and Vernon. 


War. My lord of York, I promiſe you the King 
Moft prettily methought did play the orator. 
Tork. And {6 he 40 ; bur yet I like it not, 
In that he wears the badge of Somerſet, , _ 
War. Tuſn, that was but his fancy, blame him not z 
I dare preſume, fweet Prince, he thought no harm. 
York, And if I wis he did But let it reſt, 
Other affairs muſt now be managed. [Exeunt. 


Flourifh. - Manet Exeter. 


Exe. Well didſt thou, Richard, to ſuppreſs thy voice, 
For had the paſſions of thy heart burſt out, © 4 

1 fear we ſhould have ſeen decypher'd there | 

More ranc'rous ſpight, more furious raging broils, 
Than yer can be imagin'd or ſuppos'd. 

But howſo&er, no ſimple man that ſees 

This jarring diſcord of nobility, yx 

This ſhould'ring of each other in the court, 

This factious bandying of their favourites; 

But that he doth preſage ſome ill event. 

Tis much, when ſcepters are in childrens hands; 

But more, when envy breeds unkind diviſion: . - 
Thea comes the ruin, there begins confuſion. Exit. 
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SCENE I. 
B O. UR DE AUX. 
Enter Talbot with trumpeti, and drum. 


Tal. Go to the gates of Bowrdeanx, trumpeter, 
Sum mon their general unto the wall. LSound: 


Enter General aloft. 


Engliſh John Talbot, captains, calls you forth, 
Servant in arms to Harry King of England; 
And thus he would: open your city gates, 
Be humbled to us, call my Sovereign yours, 
And do him homage as obedient ſubjects, 
And I'll withdraw me and my bloody pow'r. 
But if you frown upon this proffer'd peace, 
You tempt the fury of my three attendants, 
Lean famine, quartering ſteel, and climbing fire; 
Who in a moment even with the earth __ 
Shall lay your ſtately and air-braving tow'rs, - 
If you forſake the offer of their love. 
Cap. Thou ominous and fearful owl of. death, 
Our nation's terrour, and their bloody ſcourge : 
The period of thy tyranny approacheth. 
On us thou canſt not enter but by death; _ 
For I proteſt we are well fortiff d. 
And ftrong gh to iſſue out and fight. 
If thou revire Yhe Dauphin, well appointed, 
Stands with the* ſhares of war to tangle thee, 
On either hand thee, there are ſquadronspitch's 
To wall thee from the liberty of fight; 
And no way canſt thou turn thee for redreſs, += 
But death doth front thee with apparent ſpoil, 
And pale deſtruction meets thee in the face. 
Ten. thouſand French have ta'en the ſacrameat, 
To rive their dangerous artillery 
-no- chriſtian ſoul but Eugliſi Talbot. 
Lo there thou ſtand'ſt, a breathing valiant man, 
Of an invincible, unconquer'd ſpirit © OO 
This is the lateſt glory of thy praiſe, 
That I thy enemy dew thee withal; 
* | C 4 For 
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For ere the glaſs that now begins to run 
Finiſh the proceſs of his ſandy hour, 
Theſe eyes that ſee thee now well coloured, 
Shall ſee thee wither'd, bloody, pale and dead. 
[Drum afar r off. 
Hark, kark, the Dauphin's drum, a warning bell, 
Sings heavy mulick to thy tim'rous ſoul; 
And mine ſhall ring thy dire departure out. _ 
Tal. He fables not. I hear the enemy: 
Out ſome light horſemen, and peruſe their wings. 
O negligent and heedleſs diſcipline ! 
How are we park'd and bounded in a pale? 
A little herd .of England's tim'rous Deer, 
Maz'd with a yelping kennel of French curs. 
If we be Engliſh Deer, be then in blood 5 © 
Not raſcal-like to fall down with a pinch; 
But rather moody, mad, and deſperate Srapy, 
Torn on the bloody hounds with heads of ſod, 
And make the cowards ftand aloof at bay. * 
God and St. George, Talbot, and England's ri 
Proſper our colours in this dangerous fight! ¶ Exeumi. 


8 CENE I. 


Enter a Meſſonger that meets York. Enter „ York with 
trumpet and many ſoldiers. bt 


York. Are, not the ſpeedy ſcouts return'd again. 
That dogg'd the mighty army of the Dauphin? 
Meſſ. They are return d, my lord, and give it out | 
That he is march'd to Beurdeaux with his pow'r, _ | 
To fight with Talbot ; as he mareh'd along, | 
By your eſpyals were diſcovered 


Two mightier troops t han that the Wanne on. | | 
| Which 

— — — ſſ— —-— | 

7 2 1 

* aloof at bay. | 5 
Sell every man his life as dear as mine, 1 
And they ſhall find dear Deer of us, my friends. 
God and St. George, &c. 7 
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Which join'd with bim, and made their match, for- 
Bourdeaux. | 

York. A plague upon thar villain Somerſet, | 

That thus delays my promiſed ſupply 

Of horſemen that were levied for this liege-,; ; 

Renowned Talbot doth expect my. aid, 

And I am lowrted by atraitor villein, 

And cannot help the noble chevalier: 

God comfort him in this neceſſity: 

If he miſcarry, farewel wars in France. 


Enter a ſetond Meſſenger: 


Thou princely leader of our Engliſh ftrength, | 
Never + needful on the earth of France, 1 
Spur to the reſcue ofthe noble Talbot, 

Who now is girdled with a waiſt of iron, T 
And hem d about with grim deſtruction © 4 
To Bourdeaux, warlike Duke, ro Bourdeaux, Dr! 

Elſe farewel Talbot, France, and'England's honour. 

York. O God! that Somerſet, who in proud heart 
Doth ſtop my cornets, were in Tulbot's place: 777 
So ould we fave a valiant gentleman 2508 
By forfeiting a traitor and à coward: © 

ad irgand wrathful fury makes me WRT 
That thus we die, while retniſeieaicors bert (24. 

Meſſ. O ſend fome ſuccour to the giftreſs'd lord. 

York. He dies, we loſe; I break my warlike wordt 
We mourn, France ſmiles ; we loſe, they «ly ger: 11 
Al long of this vile traitor Somerſe. 1 

Meß Then God take merey on brave Talbor's ſoul, 
And on his ſon young John, who two hours ſin ee 
I met in travel towards his warlike fat herr: 
This ſev'n years did not Talbot ſee his ſon, = 
And now they meet, where both their lives are done. A 

York. Alas! whatjoy ſhall noble Talbot haye, ' 

To bid his young ſon welcometo his grave! 
Away, vexation almoſt ſtops my breath, 
Phat ſundred*friends greetin the hour of death.” 1 
Lucy fare well, no more my fortune can. 
But curſe the cauſe; I cannot aid the man. ew 
Maine, Bloys, Poictrs, and Tonrs are won 2W3y, 

G5: . Long. 
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Long all of Somerſet, and bis delay. | [ Exit» 
Meſſ. Thus while the vultuxe of dition, 

Feeds in the boſom of ſuch great commanders, 

Sleeping neglection doth betray to loſs : 

The conqueſts of our ſcarce cold conqueror, 

That ever-living man of memory, 

Henry the Fifth. While they each other croſs, 


Lives, honours, land, and all, hurry toloſs. [Exit, 


| S'C 5 N E V. 
Enter Somerſet with his army. 


Som. It is too late; I cannot ſend them now: 
This expedition was by Yorkand Talbot 
Too raſhly plotted. - All our gen ral force 
Might with a filly of the very town % add 
Be . with. The over-daring Talbot FOES be 
Hath ſullied all his gloſs of former honour, . E 
By this uahredful, deſp rate, wild adventure: 
Tork {ct him on to fight, and die in ſhame, 5 
That Talbot dead, great York; might bear the name. 
Capt. Here is Sir Wi lliam Lucy, who with me 
det from our o'er-march'd forces forth for aid. 
Som. How now, Sir William, whither were you ſent ? 
Lucy. + Hither, my lord. from bought and ſold 
lord Talbot, 
Who ring'd about with bold adverſity, 
Cries out for noble Yorkand Somerſet,  - 
To beat aſſailing death from his weak legions. | 
And. While the honourable captain there ; 
Drops bloody fiveat from his war-weacicd, limbe,. 
And in ad vantage ling'ring looks for re ſcue; = 
You, his falſe hopes; the truſt of England's di 
Keep off aloof with worthleſs emulation. 
Let not your private difcordi keep away - 
The levied ſuccours that ſhall lend him aid, 
While he, renowned noble genteman, | 
Yields up his life unto a world of odds. 
Orleans the Baf'ard, Charles, and Burgundy, 
Alanſon, Reignier, compaſs him about, 


+ Wauher, my Lord. 


7 
* 


Exeunt. 
8 0 E N E VI. | 
Near BOURDEAVUX: 
| Enter Talbot aud his fon 
Tal. O young Fohn Talbot, 1 did lend for thee | 
To tutor thee in ſtratagems of war, 2 1 
That Talbots name might be in thee reviy'd, | þ * 
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And Talbot periſneth by your default: 
Som. York ſet him on, Tor- ſhould have ſent him ad. 
Lucy. And Tor“ as faſt upon your ee 
Swearing that you with held his levi hoſt, 
Collected for this expedition 
Som. Ty. lyes: he might have "fat 1nd bad. the 
2 $3301 -B* > 1” 

I owe him little auty u 0 . „hau ia 1 
And take foul ſcorn to fawn on him by ſending. | 
Lucy. The fraud of England, not the force of France, 

Hath now entrapt the noble-minded Talbot: 
Never to England ſhall he bear his life, 
But dies betray'd to ſortune by your {trife. -  » - 
Som, Come go, I will difpateh che horſemen frait: * 
Within ſix hours they will beat his ad. 
OW late comes releue dow: hes tan or 
in, Tha 
For fly he couldnot, if he would havefled: 
And fly would Tulbor never, though he LAG 
Som. If he be dead, brave Talbot then adieu. 
Lucy. tefargeliyes inthe world, his ſbame-i in you | 


When ſapleſs age and weak unable limbs 
Should bring thy father to his droopidg chair. 
Bu-, O malignant aud ill-boading #ars4 : 
Now art thou come unto a feaſt of dea h, | 
A terrible and unavoided danger. 
Therefore, dear boy, mount on thy ſwifteſt bor fe. 
And I'll direct thee how thou ſhalt eſcape 
By ſudden flight. Come dally not, be ebne. 
John. Is my name Talbot ? and am 1-your fon ? 
And ſhall I fly? Of! if you lave my wacht, 
Diſhonour not her honourable bame, 
To make a baſtard and a ſlave of me. 


The 
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The world will ſay he is not Talbots i e 
That baſely fled when noble Tai bot ſtood. 

Tal.. Fly, to revenge my death if I be lain, 

John. He that flies ſo, will ne er return again. 

Tal. If we both ſtay, we hoth are ſure to die. 

Fohhn. Then et me tay, and father do you fly: 64 
Your loſs is great, ſo your regard ſhould be; 
My worth unknown, no loſs is knowwin me. 
Upon my death the French can little boaſt ; 

In yours they will, in you all hopes are loſt. 
Flight cannot ſtain the honour you have won, 
But mine it will, that no exploit have done. 
You fled for vantage, ev'ry one will ſwear : 
But if I bow, they'll fay it was for fear. 
There is no hope that ever I will ſtay, 

If the firſt hour I ſhrink, and run away. 
Here on my knee I beg mortality, 

Rather than life preſerv'd with infamy. 

Tal. Shall all thy mother's hopes lie in one tomb? 

John. Ay, rather than I'll hame my mother's womb. 

Tal. Upon my bleſſing I command thee 88 

John. To fight I will, but not to fly the foe. 

Tal. Part of thy father may be ſav'd in thee. 

Fohn. No part of him but will be ſhame in nſe. 

Tal. Thou never had'ſt renown, and canſt not loſe it. 

John. Yes, your renowned name; ſhall flight abuſe it? 

Tal. Thy father's charge ſhall clear thee from the ſtain, 

John. You cannot witneſs for me, being ſlain. 

If death be ſo apparent, then both fly. -—- 

- Tal. And leave my followers here to F 
My age was never tainted with ſuch ſhame. 

John. And ſhall my youth be guilty of ſuch blame? 
No more can I be ſever'd. from your fade, F 
Than can your ſelf, your ſelf in twain divide: 

Stay, go, do what you will, the like do I; 
For live I will not; if my father die. 
Tal. Then here I take my leave of thee, fair ſom 
Born to eclipſe thy life this afternoon : 
Come, fide by ade together live and die, 
And fou! with foul from Fraxce.co heay'n ſhall fly. 
; | [Exemmnt... 
IS Alarms: 


N 
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Alarm: Excurſions, wherein Talbot. 2 is e 
about, and Talbot reſeues im. 

Tal. St. George, and victory! highs ſoldiers, fight; . 
The Regent hath with Talbot broke his Word. 
And left us to the rage of Frances ſword. 

Where is John Talbot ? pauſe, and take thy breathy 
I gave thee life, and reſeud thee from death, 

John. O twice my ther, twice on I thy fon; _ r, 45 
The life thou gay ſt me firſt wasloſt and done, 
Till with thy Warlike ſword, deſpight of fate, 1 
To my deter min d time thou gav ſt new date. 

Tal. 1 from the Dauphin's creſt thy ſword ach 


It warm'd thy father 's heart- with proud. defrs, | 
Of bold-fac'd victory. Then, laden age 
Quicken'd with youthful ſpleen.and warſike rage: 
Beat down Alanſon, Orleans, Burgund,, 
And from the pride of Gallia reſeu d thee, 
The ireful baſtard Orleans that drew blood 
From thee, my boy, and had the mai — 
Of thy firſt fight, 1 ſoon encountered; 
And interchanging blows, I quickly ſhed 
Some of his baſtard blood; then in diſgrace 

Beſpoke him thus: Contaminated, bale, 
And mif-begotten blood 11pill of thine, 4 
Mean and right poor, for. that rene 
Which —— ain far force from 1 14 my brave boy 
Here purpoſing the Baſtard to deſtroy, | 
Came in ſtrong reſcue. . Speak, thy tather's care, 
Art not thou, weary, Fol. 0 dot thou a 
Wilt thou yet leave the hattle, Boy, and fly? . 
Now thou art ſeal'd the fon of chivalry? 

Fly, to revenge my death wen I am 44. 
The help of one ſtands me in little ſtead. 
Gh too much folly is it, well I wat, _ 
To hazard all our lives in one ſmall boat. 
If I to-day die not with Frenchmen's rage, 
To-morrow I ſhall die with mickle age. 
By me they nothing gain; and if I ſtay, . 
"Tis but the ſhortniag of my life one days. 


In 
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In thee thy mother dies, our houſhold's name! 
My death's revenge, thy youth, and England's fame: 
All theſe and more we hazard by thy 7 ; a 
All theſe are fav'd, if thou wilt fly away | 

Toe. The ſword” of Orleans bath. nor made me 

| art, 

Theſe words of yours'draw life-blood Fa my heart. 
On that advantage bought with ſuch a ſhame, ' 
To fave a paltry life, and ſlay bright ſane, 
Before young Talbot from old Talbot fly, 2 
The coward horſe that bears me, fall and de! | 
And like me to the peaſant boys of France, 
To be ſhame's ſcorn, and ſubje& of wiſchance. 
Surely by all the glory you have won. 
And if I fly, I am not Talbor's fon: e 1 
Then talk no more of flight, it is no boot, A 
If ſon to Talbot die at Talbot's foot. 8 

Tal. Then follow thou thy deſp'rate Sire of Crete, 
Thou Icarus, thy life to me is ſweet : 
If thou wilt fight, fight by thy father's ſide, | 
And commendable prov'd, let's die in pride. ¶ Exeunt- 


SCENE VII. 
Alarum. Excurſions, Enter old Talbot led. 


Tal. Where is my other life ? mine own is gone. 
O! where's young Talbot? where is valiant ohn! 
Triumphant death ſmear'd with captivity !- | 
Young Talbot's valour makes me fmile at thee. 
When he pereciv'd me ſhrink and on my knee, 

His bloody fword he brandift'd over me, 
And like a hungry Lion did commencce © 
Rough deeds of rage, and ſtern impatience : 
But when my angry guardant ſtood alone, 
nates. ruin, and aflail'd of none, 
Dizzy-ey d fury and 2 rage of heart 
Sodden'y made him from my fide to ſtart 
Into the cluft'ring battel of the French: 
And ia that ſea of blood my boy did drench - 
His over-mounting ſpirit ; and there dy'd 
My Icarus, my bloſſom, in his pride! 


% 
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Enter John Talbot, borne... 
Serv. © my dear lord ! lo where. yo E ur ſon is borne. 
Tal. 2p antick death, which laugh'ſt us here to 
rn, 
Anon, from thy inſulting tyranny, 
Coupled in bonds of perpetuity, 
Two Talbots winged through the + lither sky. 
In thy deſpight ſhall ſcape mortality. 
O thou, whoſe wounds become hard-favour'd death. 
Speak to thy father ere thou N thy breath. 
CR come, and lay him in his father's arms, 
— ſpirit can no longer bear theſe harms. 
Soldiers adieu: I have what F would have, 


Now my old arms are young 7ehn Talbot's grave. ¶ Dies, 
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ACT v. SCENE I. 
Continues near Bo urdeaux. | 


Enter Charles, Alanſon, Burgundy, 2825 and 
Pucelle. 


cats 


A D York and Ssmerſet brought reſcue in, 
We ſhould have found a bloody day of this. 
Baſt. How the young whelp of Talbot” s raging 
brood | 


Did fleſh his puny ſword in Frenchmen's blood! ! 
Pucel. Oncel encounter'd him. and thus I faid :. 
Thou maiden ven. be 0 by a maid. 


2 ** 1 1 1 1 — 


— 


os yield thy breath. 

Brave death by ſpeaking, whether he will or no: 
Imagine him a Frenchmas, and thy foe. 

Poor boy, he ſmiles, methinks, as who ſhould 8. 
Had death been French, then death had died to-day. 
Come, come, &c. 


＋ lithe r, ſmooth, gentle, 
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But with a proud, majeſtical, high ſcorn 
He anſwer d thus: Young Talbot was not born 
To be the pillage of a giglot wench. 
So left me proudly, as unworthy fight. | | 
Bur. Doubtleſs be would have made a noble Knight: 
See where he lies inherſed in the arms -p43254, #6 
Of the moſt bloody nurſer of his harms. 8 
Ba/?. Hew them tb pieces, back their bones aſunder, 
Whoſe life was England's glory, Gallia's wonder. 
Char. Oh no; forbear: for that which we have fled 
During the life, let us not wrong it dead. | 


Enter Lucy. | 
Lacy. Conduct me to the Dauphin's tent, to know 
Who hath obtain'd the glory of the day. 
Char. On what Tubmilſive meſſage art thou ſent? 
Lucy. Submiſfion; Daupbin ? tis a meer French word: 
We Engliſh warriours wot not what it means. 
I come to know wha: priſoners thou haſt ta'en, 
And to ſurvey the bodies of the dead. 
Char. For priſoners ask'ſt thou? hell our priſon is. 
But tell me whom thou ſeek'ſt? 5 
Lucy. Where is the great Alcides of the fie d, 
Valiant lord Talbot, earl of Shrewsbury? 
Created for his rare ſucceſs in arms, 
Great earl of Waſhford, Waterford, and Valence, 
Lord Talbot of Goodrig and Urchinfield; 
Lord Strange of Blackmere, lord Verdon of Alton, 
Lord Cromwel of Wingfeld, lord Furnival of Sheffield, 
The thrice victorious lord of Falconbridge, 
Knighrof the noble order of St. George, 
Worthy St. Michael, and the Golden Fleece, 
Great-Marſhal to our King Henry the Sixth... 
Of all his wars within the realm of France. 
Pucel. Here is a filly, ſtately ſtile indeed: 
The Twrk that two and fifty kingdoms hath, 
Writes not ſo tedious a ſtile as this. 
Him that thou magnify'ſt with all theſe titles, 
Stinking and fly-blown lies here at our feet. 


, 


j , 4 
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* giglot, 4 Drab, Strumpet. 
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Lucy. Is Talbot ſlain, the Frenchmen's only ſcourge ; 
Your kingdom's terror and black Nemeſis? 
Oh were mine eye-balls into bullers turn'd, 
That I in rage might, ſhoot them at your faces. 
Oh, that I could but call theſe dead to life, 
It were enough to fright the realm of France ; 
Were but his picture left amon ug you here, 
It would amaze the proudeſt of you all. 
Give me their bodies, that I may bear them hence, 
And give them burial, as beſcems their worth. 

Pucel. I think this upſtart is old Talbor's ghoſt, 
He _=— with ſuch à proud commanding ſpirit: 
For God's fake let him have him; to keep him here, 
They would but ſtink and putrifie the air. 

35 Go take their bodies hence. 

Lucy. T'll bear-them hence; 

But from their aſhes, Dauphin,:ſhall be . 
A Phoenix that ſhall make all France afear'd. 

Char, So we be rid of them, do what thou wilt: 
And now to Paris in his conquering vein; 


Al wil be cum now \bloody eee e 
r Aer 
Changes to England. | 
Enter Ring Henry, Glouceſter, and Exeter, 
K. Henry. Have you perusd the nel; from the 


Glou. I have, my lord, and their intent is this, 

They hunſbly ſue unto your excellence, 

To have a godly peace concluded of, 

— the realms of England and of Francs. 
K. Henry. How doth your grace affect this ellen 
Glon. Well, my good lord, and as the ay f means 

To ſtop efſulſon of or Chriſtian blood, 5 i 

And Rabliſh quietneſs on ev'Ty fide. ©, A da [| 


K. Henry. 


— - — — K NnX-önñnʃ,« 
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Pope, : F 
The Emperor, and Earl of Armagnac: * | 
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EK. Henry. Ay marry, uncle, for I always thought 
It was both impious and unnaturalf, 
That ſuch immanity and bloody ſtrife 
Should remain an of one faith. 
Glou. Beſide, my lord, the ſooner to effect - 
And ſurer bind this knot of ami ty 
The Earl of Armagnac, near kin to Charles, 
A man of great authority in Fance, 
Proffers his only oy, ren to your Grace 2 
In marriage, with a large and ſumptuous dowry: 

K. Henry. Marriage, alas! my years are yet too young: 
And fitter is my ſtudy and my books, ä 
Then wanton dalliance with a paramour. 

Yet call th'Ambaſſadors, and as you pleaſe; 

So let them have their anſwers ev'ry one. 

I ſhall be well content with any choice 

Tends to God's glory, and my country's weal. 


Enter Wincheſter, and three Ambaſſadors. 


Exe. What is my lord of Wincheſter inſtall'd, 
And call'd unto a Cardinal's degree ? 
Then I perceive that will be verified 
Henry the Fifth did ſometime propheſie; 
If once he come to be a Cardinal, 
He'll make his cap co- equal with the crown. ; 
K. Henry. My lords am baſſadors, your ſey ral ſuim 
Have been confider'd and debated on: 
Your purpole is both good and reaſonable: ., , 
And therefore are we certainly reſoly'd , 
To draw conditions of a friendly peace, 
Which by my lord of Winchefler we mean 
Shall be tranſported preſently to France. 
Glow. And for the proſſer of my lord your maſter, 
I have inform'd his highneſs fo at large, ay 
As liking of the lady's virtuous gifts, 
Her beauty and the value of her dower, 
He doth intend ſhe ſhall be England's Queen. 
K. Henry. In argument and proof of which contract, 
Bear her this jewel, pledge of my affection. "4 


SEES. *£ 
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And fo, my Lord Protector, ſee them guarded, 

And fafely brought to Dover, whiere inſhipp'd | | 

CO them to the fortune of rhe ſea. [Exeunt, 

ys my lord Legate, you ſhall firſt reecive 

The wes. money which I promiſed | 

Should' be deliver'd to his Holineſs, . *. 

For cloathing me in theſe grave ornaments. | 
Legate. I will attend upon your lordſhip's leiſure. 
Win. Now Wincheſter will not ſubmit 1 trow, 

Oc be inferior to the proudeſt | 

Humphrey of Gloſter, thou well perceive, 

That nor in birth, 'or for A 

The Biſhop will be over - borne by thee: 

Ii either make thee ſtoop and — thy knee, 

Or fack this country with a mutiny. Excuns, 


8 CE NE II. 
FRANCE. 


* Das hin, Burgundy, Alanſon, Baſtard, Reignier; 
4 and Joan la Pucelle. 4 4 


Das. .This news, my lords, may cheer our droopiag | 
pirits: | 
"Tis ſaid the ſtout Pari/ians do revolt, | 
And turn again unto- the warlike French. | 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


Alan. Then march to Paris, royal Charles of France, 
And keep not back your Power in dalliaace. ' 

Pucel. Peace be amongſt them if they turn ts * 
Elſe Ruin combat with their palaces. 


1 Scout. 


Scout. Succeſs unto our valiant general, 

And happineſs to his accomplices. 
Dax. What tidings ſend our ſcouts? I pr'ythee ſpeak 
Scouts. The Eng 1 army that divided was . 

Into two parts, is now conjoin'd in one, 


And means to give you battle preſeatly. 


| 
Das. 1 
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Dau. Somewhat too ſudden, Sirs, the warning is, 
But we'will preſently provide for them, — 
Burg. I truſt the ghoſt of Talbot is not there; 

Now he is gone, my lord, you need not fear. 

Pucel. Of all baſe paſſions fear is moſt accurſt. 
Command the conqueſt, Charles, it ſhall be thine: 
Let Henry fret, and all the world repine. 

Dan. Then on, my lords, and France be fortunate, 
; * [ Exeunt. 


Alarm : Excurſions. Enter Joan la pucelle. 


Pucel. The Regent conquers, and the Frenchmen fly. 
Now help ye charming ſpells and “ per iapts; 
And ye choice ſpirirs that admoniſn me, 20 
And give me ſigns of future accidents: ¶ Tundex. 
Vou ſpeedy helpers that are ſubſtitutes 
Under the lordly monarch of the North, 
Appear, and aid me in this enter prize. 


n Enter Fiend. by 4 11 
This ſpeedy quick appearance argues proof 
Of your accuſtom'd diligence to me. 
Now ye familiar ſpirits that are cull'd 
Out of the powerful regions under eartbb, 
Help me this once, that Fance may get the field. 
e ie [They walk, and ſpeak not. 
Oh hold me not with filence over long: 7 En k. 
Whete I was wont to feed you with my blood, 
I' lop a member off, and give it you 
In earneſt of a further benefit: 
So you do condeſcend to help me now. 
: [They hang their heads. 
No hope to have redreſs ? my body ſhall | 
Pay recompence, if you will grant my ſuit. a 
WOW $4 l [They ſhake their head.. 
* Charms ſew'd up, from eld e, to ſew. Exel. 
xiii. 18. Woe to them that ſew pillows to all arnfholes, 
do hunt fouls, | g 


Cannot 


A \ — TH — | 
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Cannot my body nor blood - ſacrificsdnde 
Intreat you to your wonred furtherance ?: 
Then take my ſoul; my body, foul and all, | 
Before that England give the Nench the foil. [They deparp, 
See, they forſake me. Now the time is come; . 
That France muſt vail her lofty plumed creſt; 


And let her head fall into England's lap. 
My ancient incantatioris are too weak, ' 


And hell too ſtrong for me to buckle with: 


Now. France thy glory droopeth to the duſt. [Exit 


Excurſions. Pucelle and York fight hand to hand; 
Pucelle is taten. The French fũ r. 


York. Damſel of France, I think I have you faſt, 
Unchain your ſpirits now with ſpelling charms, 
And try if they can gain your liber t. 
A * prize fit for the devil's grace! 
See how the ugly witch doth bend her brows, - 
As if, with Circe, ſhe would change my ſhape. 

Pucel, Chang'd to a worſer ſhape thou canſt not be; - 

York. Oh, Charles the Dauphin is a proper man, 
No ſhape but his can pleaſe your dainty eye. ML CARE<- 

Pucel, A plaguing miſchief light on Charles and thee, 
And may ye both be ſuddenly ſurpriz'd 
By bloody hands, in ſleeping on your beds. 

York. Fell banning hag, inchantreſs hold thy tongue, 

Pucel. I pr'ythee give me leave to curſe a- while. 

York. Curſe, miſcreant, when thou comeſt to the 

ſtake. [ Exennt. 


SCENE Iv. 
Alarm. Enter Suffolk with Margaret in his hand. 


Be what thou wilt, thou art my priſoner, ; 
" [Gazes on hey; 
Oh faireſt beauty, do not fear nor fly, | 
For I will touch thee but with reverend hands: 


I kiſs theſe fingers for eternal peace, | 
iſs theſe fing p a 
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And lay them gently on thy tender fide, 
Who 20 thou ? Gy, that I may honour the. 
Mar. Margaret my name, and daughter to a king, 
The King of Naples, whoſoe'er thou art. 
Suf. An Earl I ara, and Suffolt am I call'd, 
Be not offended, nature's miracle, 
Thou art allotted to be ta en by. me: 
So doth the ſwan her downy cignets fave, 
Keeping them pris ' ners underneath her wings. 
Vet if this ſervile uſage once offend, ö : 
Go and be free again as Swffolk's friend. [She is going. 
Oh ſtay! I have no powyr to let her paſs, 
My hand would free her, but my heart ſays no. « 
As plays the ſun upon the glaſſy ſtreams, 
Twinkling another counterteited beam, 
So ſeems this gorgeous beauty to mine eyes, 
Fain would I woo her, yet I dare nor ſpeak: 
TI call for pen and ink, and write my mind. 
Fie, De la Pole, diſable not thy ſelf: 
Haft not a tongue? is ſhe not here thy pris'ner ? 
Wilt thou be daunted at a woman's fight ? 
Oh, beauty's princely majeſty is ſuch, 
Confounds the tongue, and makes the ſenſes rough. 
Mar. Say, Earl of Suffolk, if thy name be ſo, 
What ranſom muſt I pay before I paſs? 
For I perceive I am - priſoner. 
Suf. How canſt thou tell ſhe will deny thy ſuit, 
Before thou make a tryal of her love. [ 4/ade. 
Mar. Why ſpeak ſt thou not what ranſom muſt I pay? 
Suf. She's beautiful; and therefore to be woo'd : 
She is a woman; therefore to be won. [ Aſide. 
Mar. Wilt thou accept of ranſom, yea or no? 
Suf. Fond man, remember that thou haſt a wife, 
Then how can Margaret be thy paramour? [ Aſide. 
Mar. Twere beſt to leave him, for he will not hear. 
Suf. There all is marr'd; there lies a cooling card. 
Mar. He talks at random; ſure the man is mad. 
Suf. And yet a diſpenſation may be had. 
Mar. And yet I would that you would anſwer me. 


1 
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Suf. III win this lady Margaret, For whom? 

Why, for my King:“ 

Yet ſo my fancy may be ſatisfy d. 

And peace eſtabliſhed between theſe realms. 

But there remains a ſeruple in that too: 

For though her father be the King of Naples, | 

Duke of Anjou and Main, yet he is poor, | 

And our nobility will ſcorn. the match. _ [Aue. 
Mar. Hear ye me, captain? are ye not at leiſure? 
Swf.. It ſhall be ſo, diſdain they ne er ſo much; 

Henry is youthful, and will quickly yield. 

Madam, I have a ſecret to reveal? | 
Mar. What tho' I be inthrall'd, he ſeems a Knight, 

And will not any way diſhonour me. 

Suf. Lady, vouchſafe to liſten what I ſay. 
Mar. Perhaps I ſhall be reſcu'd by the French, 

And then I need not crave his courteſie. | | 
Suf. Sweet madam, give me hearing in a cauſe. 
Mar. Tuſh, women have been captivate ere now. + 
Suf. Say, gentle princeſs, would you not ſuppoſe 

Your bondage happy to be made a Queen? 

Mar. To be a Queen in bondage, is more vile 

Than is a flave in baſe ſervility; 

For Princes ſhould be fre. 

Suf. And ſo ſhall you, | | 

If happy England's Royal King be free. 

Mar. Why, what concerns his freedom unto me? 

Swuf. I'll undertake to make thee Henry's Queen, 
To put a golden ſceptre in thy band, 
And ſet a precious crown upon thy head, 


* 8 K 
K* 9 
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Why, for my King: Tuſh, that's a wooden thing. 
Mar. He talks of wood: it is ſome carpenter. 
Suf. Let ſo my fancy, &c. 


| —zvate ere now. 
Suf. Lady, wherefore talk you ſo? 
Mar. 1 cry your mercy, tis but Quid for Quo. 
Sf. Say, gentle Princeſs, &. 
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If thou wilt condeſcend to be m 
Mar. What? e 
Suf. His love. * | 
Mar. I am unworthy to be Henry's wife. * 
Suff. No, gentle madam, I unworthy am 
To woo ſo fair a dime to be his wife. 
And have no portion in the choice my ſelf. 
How ſay you, madam, are you fo content? 
May. And if my father pleaſe, I am content. 


Suf. Then call our captains und our colours forth. 


And, madam, at your father's caſtle walls, 
We'll crave a parley to confer with him. 


SCENE. V. 
Sound. Enter Reignier on the walls. 
Suf. See, Reignier, ſee thy daughter priſoner, 
Reig. To whom? 
Suf. To me. — 
Keig. Suffolk, vrhat remedy? 
I am a ſoldier and unapt to weep, 
Or to exclaim on fortune's fickleneſs. | 
Suf. Yes, there is remedy enough, my lord: 
Conſent, and for thy honour give conſent, 
Thy daughter: ſhall be-wedded to my King; 
Whom I with pain have woo'd and won thereto 
And this her caſy-held impriſonment 
Hath gain'd thy daughter princely liberty. | 
Reig. Speaks Swffolk-as he thinks? ; 
' Suf. Fair Margaret knows, 
That Suffolk doth not flatter, face or fain. 


. Keig. Upon thy princely warrant I deſcend... 


To give thee anſwer of thy juſt demand. we? 
Suf. And here I will expect thy coming. 


% 
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Trumpet: ſound, Enter Reignier. 


Reig. Welcome, brave Earl, into our territories, 
Command in Anjou what your honour pleaſes. 
Suf. Thanks, Reignier, happy in ſo ſweet a child, 
Fir to be made companion of a King : 5 
What anſwer makes your grace unto my fuit} 
Reig. Since thou doſt deign to woo her little worth, 
To be the princely bridg/of ſuch a lord: 
Upon condition I may quietly 
Enjoy mine on, the country Maine and Anjou, 
Free from oppreſſion, or the ſtroke of war, 
My daughter ſhall be Henry's, if he pleaſe, 
Suf. That is her ranſom, I deliver her; 
And thoſe two counties I will undertake _ 
Your grace ſhall well and quietly enjoy. 
Reig. And I again in Henry's royal name, 
As deputy unte that gracious King, 
Give thee. her hand for ſign of plighted faith. 
Suf. Reignier of France, I give thee kingly thanks, 


Becauſe this is in traffick of a King. 


And yet methinks I could be well content 


To be mine own attorney in this caſe. f Aſide... 


I'll over then to England with this news, 


And make this marriage to be ſolemniz d: 
So farewel Reignier, ſet this diamond ſafe 


In golden palaces, as it becomes. 

ig. I do embrace thee, as I would embrace 
The Chriſtian Prince King Henry, were he here. 
Mar. Farewel, my Lord: good wiſhes, praiſe, and 


Shall 


No Pines commendations to my King? 


pra 
be have of Margaret. [She is going. 
arewel, ſweet madam ; hark you, Margaret, 


Mar. Such commendations as become a maid, 
A virgin, and his ſervant, ſay to him. 

Words ſweetly plac'd, and modeſtly directed. 
But, madam, I muſt trouble you again; 
No loving roken ro is majelly? 


1 
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Mar. Yes, my good lord, a pure unſpotted heart, 
Never yet taint with love I ſend the King. 

Stef. And this withal. | [Kiſſes her. 

Mar. That for thyſelf—-I will not ſo preſume, 
To ſend ſuch peeviſh tokens of a King. 

S O wert thou for myſelf but Suffotk OY . 
Thou may'ſt not wander in that labyrinth, 

There mindtaurs and ugly treaſons lurk. 
Sollicit Henry with her wond' rous praiſe, 
Bethink thee on her virtues tha urmount, 
Her nat ' ral graces that extinguiſh art; | | 
Repeat their ſemblance often ou dhe ſeas, * 
That when thou com'ſt to kneel at Henry's feet, 
Thou may ſt bereave him of his wits wirt wooder: 


SCENE vi 
Enter York, Warwick, a Shepherd, and pucelle. 


York. Bring forth that ſorcertſs condemn d to burn. 
Shep. Ah Jaan! this kills thy — WE 
Have I ſought ev ry country far and near, 
And now it is my chance to find thee out. 
Muſt I behold thy tinveleſs cruel death! / 
Ah! Juan, fweer daughter, I till die with thee? 
Pucel. Decrepid miſer, baſe ignoble wiretch, 
I am deſeended of a gentler blood. | 
Thou art no father, nor no friend of mine. 
Shep. Out, 3 lords, an Hane 0 ws 
not 10, 

Faid beget her, all che Pariſh Knows: 
Her mbther living yet, en bet Wont | 
She was the Keb of my betet lorſhip 

War. Graedleh, vk chou deny thy I 

York. This argues wrhat her- wind 07 kf * 
Wicked-3nd Vile, and ther death contludes. 

Shep. bie, Fon, tat t B- Wür de ſo obftacle': 
God. knows thou art a cp or my dem, 


And 


d 


And for thy fake have I. ſhed many a tear; 

Deny me not, I pray. thee, gentle Juan. | | 
Puced.. Peaſant, avaunt. You have ſuborn'd this man, 

Of purpoſe to obſcure my nable birth. . 
Shep. Tis true, I gave a noble to the prieſt, 

The morn that I was wedded to her mother. 

Kneel down and take my bleſſing, good my girl. 

Wilr thou not ſtoop? now curſed be the time 

Of thy nativity z I would the milk | | 

Thy mother gave thee, when thou ſuck'dſt her breaſt, 

Had been a little ratsbane for thy ſake; 

Or-elſe; when thou didſt keep my lambs a: field, 

I wiſh ſome ray'nous wolf had eaten thee. 

Doſt thou deny thy father, curſed drab? 

O burn her, burn her, hanging is too good. [Exir. 
Tork. Take her away, for ſhe hath liv'd too long, 

To fill the world with vitious qualities, 
Pucel, welt oy me tell you whom, you have con- 

emn d, | 

Not: me begotten of a ſhepherd ſwain, 

But iſſued from the progeny of King:; wr 

Virtuous and holy, CNOLEN) from abaye, ks A 

By inſpiration of celeſtial: grace, $663! 

To wark exceeding miracles on earth. 

I never had to do with wicked ſpirits, 

But you that are polluted with yaur luſts, 

Staind with the guilileſs blood of innoceu s, 

Corrupt and taiated with a thouſand vices, 

Becauſe you want the grace that others have, 

You judge it ſtraight a thing impoſſible 

To compaſs wonders, but by help of devils. 10 

No, miſconceived Foas of Arc hath been 

A virgin from her tender in fancy, | 

Chaſte and im maculate in very thought; 

Whoſe maiden- blood thus rig rouſly effus'd, 

Will cry for vengeance at the gates of Heav'n., - 
Tork. Ay, ay; away with her ta execution. 

Mar. And hark ye, Sirs; becauſe ſhe is a maid, 


Spare fqr no faggots, ler there be enow: 


N 
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Place pitchy barrels on the fatal ſtake, 
That ſo her torture may be ſhortetied. 
* Pucel., Will nothing turn your unrelenting hearts? 
Then Foan diſcover thine infirmity, 
That warranteth by law to be thy privilege. 
I am with child, ye bloody homicides : 
Murder not then the fruit within my womb, 
Although ye hale me to a violent death. 

York, Now heav'n forefend! the holy maid with-chitd ! 
War. The greateſt miracle that ere you wrought : 
Is all your ſtrict preciſeneſs come to this? | 

York. She and the Dauphin hive been juggling fare, 
I did imagine what would be her refuge. wb 

Mar. Well go to, we will have no baſtards live, 
Efpeci:l'y fince Charles mult father it. 

Pucel. You are deccivd, my child is none of his, 

It was Alanſon that enjoy'd my love. 

York. It dies, and if it had a thouſand lives. 

Pucel. O give me leave, I have deluded you ; 
"Twas neither Charles, nor yet the Duke I nam'd, 

But Reignier King of Naples that prevail'd. 
Mar. A married man! that's moſt intolerable. 

York. Why here's a girl; I think ſhe knows not wet! 
(There were ſo many) whom ſhe may accuſe. 

War. It's ſign ſhe had been liberal and free. 

York, And yet for ſooth ſhe is a virgin pure. 
Strumpet, thy words condemn thy brat and thee : 
Uſe no intreaty, for it is in vain. 

Pucet. — me bence; with whom I leave my 

curſe. 
May never glorious ſun reflex his beams 
Upon the country where you make abode; 
Rut darkneſs and the gloomy ſhade of death 
Inviron you, till mifchicf and deſpair 
Prive you to break your necks, or hang yourſelves. Exit. 
York. Break thou in pieccs, and conſume to aſhes, 


Thou foul accur ſed miniſter of hell. | 
| ; SCENE 


a — 


®* York. Alanſon ! that notorious Machiavel ! 
It dies — 


_ 
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SERENE, vn. 
ster Cardinal of Wincheſter, 


Car. Lord Regent, I do greet your excellence 
With letters of commiſſion from the King. 
For know, my lords, the Srates of Chriſtendom, 
Mov'd with remor ſe of theſe outragigus broils, 
Have earneftly implor'd a gen'ral peace' 

Berwixt our nation and th" aſpiring French: 
And ſee at hand the Dauphin and his train 
Approaching, to confer about ſome matters. 

York. Is all our travel turn'd to this effect? 

After the ſlaughter of fo many peers - 


So many captains, gentlemen, and ſoldiers, 
That in this evil have been overthrown, 


And fold their bodies for their country's benefit, 
Shall we at laſt conclude effeminate peace? 
Have we not loſt moſt part of all the towns, 
By treaſon, falſhood,. and by treachery, 
Our great progenitors, had conquered ? 
Oh Warwick, Warwick, I foreſee, with prief, 
The utter loſs of all the realm of France. 

War. Be patient, York ; if we conclude à pea, 
It ſhall be with ſuch ſtrict and ſevere covenants, 
As little ſhall the Frenchmen gain thereby. 


Enter Charles, Alanſon, Bafard, and Reignier. ee 


Char. Since, lords of England, it is thus agreed, 
That peaceful truce ſhall be proclaim'd in France, - 
We come to be informed by yourſelves, 

W hat the conditions 'of that league mult be. 

York. Speak. Wincheſter; tor boiling choler chokes 
The hollow paſſage of my poiſon'd voice, | 
By ſight of theſe our baletul enemies. 

in. Charles, and the reſt, it is enacted thus: 
That in regard King Henry gives conſent, 


Hf racer compaſſion, and of lenity, Wore 
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To eaſe your country of diſtreſsful war. 
And ſuffer you to breathe in fruitful peace; 

You ſhall become true liegemen to his crown. - 
And Charles, upon condition thou wilt ſwear 
- To pay him tribute, and ſubmit thyſelt. 
Thou ſhalt be plac'd as Viceroy under him, + 
And ſtill enjoy 3 dignity. 

Alan, Muſt he be then a ſhadow of himſelf ? 
Adorn his temples with a coronet, | 
And yet in ſubſtaace and authority 
Retain but privilege of a r 
This proffer is abſurd and reaſonleſs. 
Cbar. Tis known already that I am poſſeſt 
Of more than half the Gallian territories, 

And therein rev'renc'd for their lawful King. 
Shall I for lucre of the reſt unvanquiſh'd, 
Detra& fo much for that prerogative, 

As to be call'd but. Viceroy af the whole? 
No, lord ambaſſador, Il rather keep 

That which I have, than coveting tor mere 
Be caſt from poſſibility of all. | 

York. Infulting Charles, haſt thou by ſecret means 
Us d interc-ſſion to obtain a league, 

And gow the matter grows to. comprom iſe, 
Stand'ſt thou aloof upon compariſon ?- 

Either accept the title thou uſurp'ſt, 
Of benefit —— from our Bo. 
And not of any challenge of deſert, 

Or we will — * thee with inceſſant wars. 

Rig. My lord, you do not well in obſtinacy, 
To cavil in the courſe of this contract: 

If once it be neglected, ten to one 
We ſhall not find like opportunity. 

Alan. To ſay the truth, it is your policy 
To fave your ſubjects from fuch maſſacre, + 
And ruthleſs ſlaughters, as are daily ſen, 

By our proceeding in. hoſtility. e 
And therefore take this compact of a truce, 
Although you break it when your pleaſure ſerves- 
e [fd IO 
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tur. How ſay ſt thou, "Charles 2: ſball Ar 
ſtand? 125 vor 
Char. It all: Fe Bots, 
Only reſervd you claim no intereſt > 
In any of our towns of garrifon. - 
Tork. Then ſwear allegiance to his Myjeſty, | 
As thou art Knight, never to diſabey, 
Nor be rebellious to the crown of England: * 
Thou, nor thy nobles, to che crown df England oy 
So now diſmiſs your army when you pleaſe: 
Hang up your-enfigns, let your drums be ſtill, 
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For here we. entertain 2 ſolemn 1 Tenne 
SEN E vn a Foy 
_ Changes to-England. adv 
Enter Suffolk in conference with King Heary, Gloucelis, 
and Exeter, 
K. Henry. Your wondrous rare deſcription, noble 
Of beauteous Margaret hath. aſtoniſh'& me- 1 


Her virtues graced with external gifts 
Do breed, love's ſettled paſſions in my heart. IS 


And like as rigour of tempeſtuous guſts '' © 
Provokes the mightieſt hulk againſt the tide, © 

So am [I driv'n by breath of her renown, © © i / 
Either to ſuffer ſhipwrack, or arrive * ** 
Where I may have fruition of her lovre. 


Suf. Tuſh, my good lord, this ſuperficial tale- 
Is but a preface to her worthy praiſe: 
The chief perfections of that lovely dame 
(Had 1 ſufficient skill to utter them) 
Would make a volume of inticing lines, 
Able to raviſh-any dull conceir. 1 a 
And which is more, ſhe is not ſo divinecg, 
So full repleat with choice of all delights, | 
But with as humble low¾linef of mind; 
She is content to be at your command ; _ 


Com- 
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Command, I mean, of virtuous chaſte intents; 


To love and honour Henry as her lord. 

K. Henry. And otherwiſe will Henry ne er preſume : 
Therefore, my lord protector, give conſent © © 
That Marg'ret may be England's Royal Queen. 

Glow. So ſhould I give conſent to flatter fin. 

You know, my lord, your highneſs is betroth'd 

Unto another lady of eſteem. - , IS 

How ſhall we then diſpenſe with the contract, 

And not deface your honour with reproach? _ 
Suf. As doth a ruler with unlawful oaths, 

Qr one that at a triumph having vow'd 

To try his ſtrength, forſaketh yet the liſts, 

By reaſon of his adverſary's odds. 

A poor Earl's daughter is unequal odds, 

And therefore may be brake without offence. 
Glow. Why, whit, I pray, is Marg'ret more than 

that? 5 x . 


Her father is no better than an ear}, 
Although in glorious titles he excel. 
Suf Yes, my good lord, her father is a King, 
The King of Naples and Feruſalem, 
And of ſuch great authority in France, 
That his alliance will confirm our peace, 
And keep the Frenchmen in allegiance. 
Glou. And ſo the Earl of Armagnac may do, 
Becauſe he is near kinſman unto Charles. | 
Exe. Befide his wealth doth warrant lib'ral dow'r, 
While Regnier ſooner will receive than give. 


Suf.. A dow'r, my lords! diſgrace not fo your Hing. 
That he ſhould be ſo abjeR, baſe and poor, 
To chuſe for wealth, and not for perfe& love, 
Henry 1s able to enrich his Queen, 
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And therefore, lords, ſince he affects her moſt, 
It moſt of all theſe reaſons bindeth us, 
In our opinions ſhe ſhould be preferr'd ; 
For what is wedlock forced, but a hell, 
An age of diſcord, and continual ſtrife ? 5 
Whereas the contrary bringeth forth bliſſ, 
And is a pattern of celeſtial peacgdge. 
Whom ſhould we match with Heng being a King. 
But Margret, that is daughter to a King? td 
Her peerleſs feature, joined with her birth, 
Approves her fit for none, but for a King. 

er valiant courage, and-undaunted ſpirit, 
More than in woman commonly is ſeen, 
Anſwer our hope in iſſue of a King 
For Henry, ſon unto a conqueror, 
Is likely to beget more conquerors, 
If with a lady of fo high reſolve "> 
As is fair Marg'ret, he be link d in love. | 
Then yield, my lords, and here conclude with me; 
That Marg'ret ſhall be Queen, and none but ſhe. 

K. Henry. Whether it be through force of your report, 
My noble lord of Suffolk, or for that | 
My tender youth was never yer attaint 
With any paſſion of inflaming love, 

I cannot tell; but this I am aflur'd, 

I feel ſuch ſharp diſſenſion in my breaſt, 

Such fierce alarums both of hope and' fear, 

That I am ſick with working of my thoughts. 
Take therefore ſhipping; poſt, my lord, to France, 
Agree to any covenants, and procure 
That lady Marg'ret do vouchſafe to come 
To croſs the Seas to Englund, and be crown'd 
King Henry's: faithful and anointed Queen. 
For your expences, and ſufficient charge, 
Among the people gather up a tenth, 

Be gone, I ſay; for till you do return, 

I am perplexed with a thouſand cares, 
And you, good uncle, baniſh all offence: 
If you do cenſure, me, by what you were, 
Not what you are, 1 know it will excuſe 


This 
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This ſudden execution of my will, 3 
And ſo conduct me, where from com N 
I may revolve, and rominate my gri Exit. 

Glow. Ay, grief F fear me, both s at firſt and laſt. 


HS > =: Glouceſter. 
Suf. Thus Saffblk bath prevail'd; and thus he Socs. 
As did the youthful Paris once to Greece, 


> hope to —— the like event in love, 
proſper better than the Trojan did: 
1 . now be Queen, and rule the King: 
will rule both — the Kiog, and realm. . 
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